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THE  TEMPTATION  OF  ANTHONY 


i 

As  slow  as  a  tide  a  flood  of  cloud 
enormously  in  the  western  sky 
foamed  into  a  silent  surf, 
so  white  there  fell  no  shadows  in  the  fold. 

Sunset  had  not  built  its  corals  yet. 

There,  in  the  proscenium  of  the  sky  it  masqued, 
in  turn  became  assemblies  in  dumb  session, 
the  ghosts  of  herds  cropping  the  ghosts  of  fields, 
a  city  maned  with  domes, 
a  harbor  woven  white  with  sails; 

and  finally  the  never  finished  pediment 
of  a  never  finished  house;  and  on  it 
the  toppling  statuary  derided 
the  hopeless  architecture  of  the  wind. 

Father  and  son,  they  saw  it  together 
and  even  the  impatient  hand  of  the  younger 
relaxed  on  the  stems  of  the  grasses 
which  lay  about  him  in  strangled  tufts. 

“This  beauty,”  said  the  son,  “in  pride  upon  the  sky 
gives  witness  that  it  is  the  handiwork  of  Heaven.” 

Old  Anthony,  smoking,  breathed  upon  his  pipe 
and  poured  a  vapor  forth  that  mimed  the  cloud, 
and  laughed,  as  always,  patiently. 
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The  boy  jumped  up,  imperious  with  youth, 
a  twist  of  field  flowers  in  his  clenching  hand. 

“I  have  familied  myself  with  God,  and  now 
I  am  more  in  His  company  than  yours.” 

“Then  spare  these  flowers  that  have  been  called  His  chil¬ 
dren.” 

The  young  man  laid  them  down.  He  said, 

“That  is  the  sarcasm  of  one  who  would  uproot  a  soul  from 
God.” 

The  old  man  answered,  “I  meant  no  sarcasm. 

I  love  the  flowers  and  cannot  see  them  torn. 

If  your  soul  in  God  blossoms  like  these, 

I  will  praise  God  as  I  praise  the  fruitful  earth.” 

“The  shadow  of  your  unfaith  is  over  me,” 

the  son  said,  “and  I  will  have  a  wizened  growing.” 

“I  cannot  love  your  faith ; 

it  is  a  carnivore  of  the  mind ;  it  hunts 

the  other  creatures.” 

“Son  of  yours  I  am  not,”  the  boy  screamed, 

“and  will  be  only  when  you  own  our  Father.” 

“A  father  who  would  be  doubled  in  his  sons, 

he  is  a  usurer.  I  never  urged  paternal  rights  upon  you. 

But  in  this  you  are  not  more  unnatural 

than  when  you  seek  to  violate  my  naked  mind. 

I  pray  that  elsewhere  you  may  find  a  God  of  peace; 
that  you  may  read  a  cloud  and  search 
no  Notary-Public-God’ s  seal  on  it.” 

The  young  man  walked  away  and  anger 
gnarled  his  body.  His  father  crumpled  in  the  grass 
seeking  some  hold  of  comfort.  He  watched 
draperies  of  horizon  that  the  ground  lifted  to  his  eye; 
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he  put  his  hot  cheek  to  the  muzzle  of  the  wind; 
he  played  God  for  the  ants  who  climbed  him. 

But  he  was  heavy  with  his  son’s  rejection  and  was  glad 
to  see  a  golfer’s  ball  roll  out  beside  him. 

He  picked  it  up  and  held  it  for  the  player. 

A  ruddy  man  approached,  hailing  and  thanking  duly, 
and  they  mixed  some  words  upon  the  weather 
and  upon  the  art  and  humors  of  the  game. 

Anthony  asked  the  player,  “Have  you  ever  had  a  son 
leave  you?”  “Why  all  sons  do,”  said  the  other, 
and  seeing  the  shaking  lips  of  the  old  man,  put  zeal 
into  his  voice.  “All  sons  go ;  it’s  an  unlucky  father 
whose  sons  stick  to  him,  for  they  never  make  men. 

Mine  almost  grew  a  Socialist  in  revolt  from  me. 

I  knew  not  if  to  call  him  more  lunatic  or  more  fool. 

He  went  away,  my  blurby  Galahad,  questing  freedom, 

not  knowing  that  this  city  of  the  brain  lies 

only  in  the  brain.  He  learned  how  har’d  it  is  to  keep 

the  pot  of  the  belly  boiling;  and  in  time, 

after  newspaper  jobs  which  taught  him 

to  despise  these  public  shows  of  life — 

Roman  spectacles  upon  paper  arenas — 

and  after  a  torment  of  the  bargain  love, 

dealt  in  by  the  impotent-hearted, 

he  solved  himself  in  business  and  sank  into  a  home; 

in  his  own  way  finding  the  place  I  marked  for  him.  Now 

he  is  my  double.  We  visit  each  other  with  the  free 

cordiality  of  neighbors  and  are  even  less  person-tied 

than  neighbors,  the  greater  bond  having  been  broken.” 

“And  in  time  he  too,”  Anthony  said,  “will  goad  away  a  son. 
My  boy,  meeting  no  balk  to  make  him  rebel, 
becomes  my  tyrant.  Youth  has  a  muscular  will 
that  must  be  exercised  on  opposition. 

You  should  see  my  son.  He  has  been  spoilt 
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by  self-reliance,  and  walks  about  like  Destiny’s  ambassador. 

He  is  silent  and  significant.  He  knows  the  market 

for  a  moody  face.  Wherever  he  parades 

his  bleak  and  upright  back  the  neighbors  whisper, — 

‘There’s  a  boy  who  will  amount  to  something,’ 

not  knowing  that  a  goodness  so  boned  with  pride 

and  leaded  with  complacency  is  but 

an  armored  skeleton. 

He  has  no  honest  passion.  Vanity  is  not  yet  adult  in  him 
and  yields  no  perfect  pleasure,  but  he  fondles  it 
and  glares  with  duties  like  an  onanist. 

He  has  no  taste  for  purity  and  he’ll  bring  home 
a  stagnant  virgin,  rank  with  prudery, 
or  some  hard  handled  whore,  submissive  to  reform 
and  loving  it  perhaps  for  lashes  on  the  mind. 

Our  little  world  in  which  I  left  him  free 
he  has,  by  little  and  larger,  altered ;  ten  times  has  changed 
the  posture  of  a  chair,  and  now  has  taken 
me  for  a  piece  of  mending.” 

Anthony  ended  in  a  meek  suspense,  looking 
for  a  sign  of  understanding  in  the  other  face. 

But  the  golfer,  grown  impatient, 
issued  his  gasp  of  assent  and  took  his  way. 

Anthony,  softly  with  his  teeth,  pricked  his  too  simple 
tongue 

that  always  told  too  much ;  he  saw  the  golfer  in  the  dressing 
room 

after  the  showers  and  warm  with  whiskey 

drooling  of  “the  old  man  who  told  stories  on  his  son.” 

He  would  be  described,  gentle  and  thin,  brown  and  humble 
in  the  face, 

long  in  every  feature,  long  and  streaming  in  the  limbs, 
a  gangling  sort  of  old  man  (long  tongued  too)  ; 
and  someone  would  be  there  to  recognize  and  say, 

“That’s  queer  Anthony,  the  Atheist,”  and  tell 


4 


blotting,  noisome  stories,  that  Anthony  had  seen  casting 
from  him 

distorting  shadows  that  he  could  not  outstep, 
from  the  livid  moons  of  spying 
that  his  neighbors  kept  upon  him. 

It  was  midevening  when  Anthony  walked  home. 

The  sidewalk  trees,  tumultuous  with  wind,  disturbed  him, 
and  with  despair  he  watched  the  small,  lit  houses 
inside  the  garden  hedges  as  one  might  see 
the  campfires  of  an  enemy.  Sound  after  sound 
volleyed  at  him,  hooters  of  his  exile; 
men  scraped  plates,  and  the  jingle  of  tableware 
was  like  an  ostentation  of  riches ; 
women  laughed  and  spoke  and  silenced  children; 
music  flared  up  around  him;  with  agony  he  heard  a  girl 
singing, 

the  pregnant,  wooing  woman  voice  winding  in  his  ear. 

And  he  was  near  to  running  to  escape  it ;  and  to  this 
the  booing  of  the  dogs  added  a  bitter  excess. 

His  son  was  gone.  Anthony  in  the  dark  room 
called  for  him,  up  upon  the  suddenly  useless  stairs 
and  over  a  silence  that  his  own  emptiness  made  deep. 

He  sat  down  and  welcomed  weariness; 
it  made  his  body  nurse  unto  his  mind. 

After  a  time  he  let  the  light  go  on 

to  illustrate  his  trouble,  and  Anthony  felt 

on  the  swift  accounting  of  his  eye 

petty  and  strange  chagrins  in  the  absence 

of  familiar  things  the  boy  had  taken  with  him, 

each  absence  being  insidious  witness 

of  his  abandonment.  Anthony  felt  no  grief. 

He  had  not  loved  his  son,  having  shrunk 
from  the  brutish  monotony  of  his  mind, 
but  his  life  had  reckoned  in  the  boy 
in  every  daily  motion,  and  habit 
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hungered  in  him  as  he  sat  alone. 

And  in  this  solitude  that  he  had  praised  once 
as  image  of  the  only  heaven  that  could  tempt  him, 
he  was  like  a  man  at  bay. 

A  letter  came.  His  son  was  in  a  seminary 
which  he  said  Anthony  would  find  habitable  because 
its  paradise  of  religion  had  dropped  into  an  earth ; 
the  Adam  of  Faith  was  given  his  cool-cheeked  Eve  of 
Reason. 

Later  another  letter,  sulphurous  with  warning. 

His  son  would  come  back  for  a  week.  He  had 

important  things  to  tell  and  Anthony 

must  make  his  mind  bald  of  any  curl  of  irony. 

Anthony  saw  a  young  woman  stepping  from  the  train 
and  gravely  leaning  on  his  son’s  arm. 

He  thought,  “The  mystery  is  over  and  the  outcome  shames 
my  prophecy. 

Nature  has  reaped  its  harvest  in  my  boy  and  he  has  mar¬ 
ried 

a  pleasing  woman  and  no  hag,  sick  with  soulworm. 

He  brings  her  to  me  to  show  her  off, 

not,  as  he  thinks,  to  truce  with  the  proprieties.” 

The  two  came  close  to  him  and  Anthony  was  startled 
at  his  son’s  face,  the  stony  place  whereon 
no  growth  of  feeling  ever  came  to  crop. 

Within  his  eyes  the  glances  stood  like  pines, 
rigid  and  dark  and  sharp. 

He  introduced  the  woman,  a  Mrs.  Something — 

And  Anthony  thought,  “Poor  woman, 

but  if  she  is  a  widow,  she  may  be 

learned  enough  in  sorrows  to  endure  my  son.” 

But  as  he  watched  them  close  he  saw  they  shared  no  love. 
Not  for  the  formality  between  them  (by  which 
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his  son  could  make  the  marriage  rite  beget 

its  own  generations  of  discomforts), 

but  there  lacked  a  warmth  of  joining.  They  stood 

in  no  mutual  shadows;  there  wanted 

self-legalizing  word  and’ gesture  of  belonging. 

Anthony  was  surprised  that  fear  should  further  trouble  his 
surprise. 

He  had  believed  women  to  be  sole  solvent  of  hard  men 
and  had  taken  a  quick  annulled  pleasure 
in  the  prospect  of  his  son’s  marrying. 

He  looked  at  the  lonely  hanging  woman 

swinging  on  his  son’s  arm  and  he  felt  her  somehow  pitiful, 

even  though  her  even  face,  within  its  simple  yellow  hair, 

lay  still  and  even  couching  in  her  smile, 

a  comely  woman  nowhere  meager  or  at  bone. 

She  had  a  redeless  laughter  in  her  voice 
that  won  for  her  the  favor  of  the  listeners 

A 

as  birds  enjoy  the  good  will  of  all  men. 

But  there  was  something  hiding  in  her  words  which  she  let 

g° 

too  rarely  from  the  shelters  of  her  silence,  and  always 
with  a  hand  of  compromise  upon  them.  She  spoke 
like  sounds  in  a  rain,  and  Anthony  knew 
storm  bolts  had  left  a  scar  of  terror. 

Anthony  asked  his  son  what  was  the  surprise 

that  he  had  threatened.  Was  it  a  marriage  after  all? 

“No  marriage,”  said  the  son,  and  the  matter 
would  be  told  at  home.  He  lifted  out  again  the  question 
of  Anthony’s  religion.  Anthony  laughed  quickly,  saying, 
“God  has  had  some  peace  since  your  departure. 

Let  us  not  spoil  His  holiday.” 

The  son  flushed  with  revived  anger.  “It  is  well  said, 
the  heathen  are  our  own;  savages  at  least  have  idols. 

My  father  worships  his  own  head!” 
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“You  are  unjust  as  ever,”  Anthony  said.  “Can’t  you  see 
that  you  do  worship  to  an  even  smaller  thing, 
a  single  shadow  in  your  head,  a  small  idea  that  you  make 
smaller  ?” 

The  woman  mildly  spoke  between  them, 

“We  should  teach  religion  by  example  not  by  argument.” 
“True,”  said  Anthony,  “and  I  have  learned  more  by  my 
son’s  example 

than  by  his  arguments  which  belch  his  bully’s  faith 
under  the  maxims  of  a  man  of  peace.” 

“He  who  took  upon  Him  all  the  world’s  sin 
taught  us  that  our  conscience  is  not  a  skin 
to  cover  ourselves  alone.  Mine  too  is  the  guilt, 
that  you  have  put  away  Our  Father.” 

Thus  to  the  end  of  the  journey.  The  son  walked  deep 
within  the  house 

and  did  not  stretch  his  eye  to  fondle  the  familiar  things. 
Heavily  he  sat  at  table.  And  turned  to  Anthony, 

“Now  you  shall  know  why  we  are  here.  I  bring  through 
this  woman 

a  message  from  my  mother,  who  spoke  to  me. 

And  as  I  feared,  mother  is  unhappy 

that  you  are  fast  in  your  unfaith ;  so  you  prolong  her  dying. 
And  I  have  brought  this  woman  with  me 
that  she  may  help  you  speak  to  her  you  loved.” 

Anthony  stood  up  and  sat  again,  and  he  was  hot  and 
groping 

in  a  fog  of  anger.  “You  have  surprised  me  well, 

For  this  is  more  horrible  than  I  have  had  imagination  for. 
Get  out  of  my  house.” 


“My  mother  bids  me  stay.” 
Anthony,  in  the  hot  silence  that  locked  over  him, 
went  again  from  fury  to  contempt  and  so  returned 
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to  tolerance,  which  he  knew  was  self-confessing  helpless¬ 
ness. 

He  said  to  his  exhausted  mind, 

as  if  to  rouse  it  from  a  haunt  of  sleep,  “You  should  be 
furious. 

Your  hissing  spittle  should  be  foaming  through  your  teeth. 
Your  eyes  should  be  two  bullets,  and  your  voice 
should  terrify  by  strangling  its  own  words, 
and  you  should  melt  your  hands  to  two  hard  fists.” 

But  with  self-soothing  irony  he  spoke, 

“Why  do  you  pick  your  mother’s  bones,  my  son? 

It  is  a  pitiful  immortality,  so  to  be  resurrected, 
to  find  a  second  life  within  a  twice-dead  argument. 

If  she  could  speak,  she’d  speak  to  me,  for  while 
our  body’s  love  brought  forth  a  body — you — 
our  mind’s  love  brought  us  spirits  wild  and  beautiful. 
Speech  was  ever  our  most  blissful  bridal. 

I  would  let  die  all  but  my  voice,  to  have  her  voice  again.” 

“She  speaks  to  you,”  said  the  son,  “through  this  woman.” 

“No  more  of  that!”  shouted  Anthony.  “This  woman  is  a 
widow,  I  suppose, 

who  loved  her  husband  and  is  affianced  to  his  death, 
falling  into  her  solitude  as  into  her  own  grave. 

She  has  raised  a  mist  and  made  a  swamp  with  weeping 
in  which  the  maggots  and  mirages  of  small  faith 
could  play  at  heaven  and  angels.  She  has  come 
to  make  this  thing  a  refuge.  I  will  not  witness 
this  staged  sickbed,  this  drilled  delirium, — 

You  must  go — ”  Anthony  paused  to  choose  among  his 
words. 

A  cry  tore  through  the  woman,  as  it  were  the  sound 
of  her  shaking  body,  and  hideous  whiteness  shrouded  up 
her  face. 

She  seized  the  son’s  arm,  screaming,  “Let  us  go !” 
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The  next  day  Anthony  passing  people  in  the  street 
felt  the  sting  of  sidelong  glances,  the  prick  of  whispers. 

He  turned  around  and  hailed  a  woman  in  a  group 
famous  in  the  town  for  her  mothering  of  rumor 
which  in  her  care  got  a  prize  pig’s  breeding.  Anthony 
offered 

to  help  her  with  the  secret.  She  wasted  but  one  blush 
before  she  flourished  ready  anger  and  fronted  Anthony  like 
a  judge 

and  took  her  interrupted  pleasure  in  the  extreme  gossip 
of  all  heedless  frankness.  “You  turned  your  own  son  out 
of  doors 

and  would  not  hear  your  wife  speak  out  of  heaven. 

Last  night  we  had  a  meeting  and  heard  her  calling  you, 
telling  you  of  God  and  God’s  forgiveness. 

Your  son  forgives  you.” 

“My  son !”  The  words  belched  from  his  lips. 

“The  snake  forgives  the  dead  on  which  it  broke  a  fang ! 

Go  tell  my  son  that  I  am  not  so  generous. 

Tell  him  never  to  see  me,  that  I  would  feel 
safer  among  thieves  and  easier  among  lunatics. 

I  have  kept  dignity  and  reason  out  of  his  reach 
though  my  peace  is  his  plunder.  Let  it  suffice  him.  As  for 
you, 

come  to  my  house  and  smell  my  linens 
and  see  the  rats  and  roaches  [sins  come  to  life] 
infest  me  like  remorse. 

I’ll  open  out  the  atlas  of  our  crimes : 

what  chair  rode  a  murder ;  what  roof  beam  swung  a  suicide ; 
in  what  ballrooms  played  the  preludes  of  adultery 
themselves  the  antequalms  of  death. 

I  will  read  you,  itemized,  the  roll  of  bastards; 
the  roll  of  ancestors  who  seesawed  on  the  gibbet. 

We  will  go  down  a  romantic  cellar  stairway 
where  a  cypress  tree  of  stench  branching  to  the  four 
corners 
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will  mark  a  pit  living  with  corpses, 
the  hoard  of  a  hundred  years  of  slaughter. 

When  we  come  up  again  I  will  lead  you  to 
the  stand  of  cedar  inlaid  with  human  bone 
which  holds  the  master  ledger  of  our  sinners. 

Your  eyes  will  stagger  in  their  holes  for  very  drunkenness. 
You’ll  be  palsied  with  orgasms. 

And  it  will  be  your  sweetest  memory 

until  you  make  your  final  slander  in  your  death.” 

A  Winter  of  silence  froze  about  him,  the  burying  Winter. 
Silence,  pathless  to  the  mind,  and  path  destroying 
like  the  snow,  burying  him  deep  in  his  house, 
his  wind  tracked  house,  full  of  the  cavern  wind  of  loneli¬ 
ness, 

reeking  with  echoes,  and  all  the  rooms  crowded 
with  the  fallen  statues  of  memories. 

The  world  outside  was  Winter,  putting  the  white  mold 
on  the  green  of  life,  and  ice-eyed  people  spied  upon  him. 

Still  Anthony  could  laugh,  but  sometimes  hearing  it 

he  felt  it  was  a  chattering  of  the  teeth; 

but  he  laughed  on  to  signal  to  himself,  he  was  alive. 

He  read  his  books  over.  He  found  himself  liking  most, 
biographies,  in  which  he  seemed  to  gossip  with  a  friend 
about  another  friend,  blackening  the  margins  with  notes 
in  repartee.  Sometimes  he  heard  himself  saying, 

“Now,  Mr.  Dickens — ”  and  “I  got  you  there,  Mr.  Swift — ” 
But  his  books,  giving  him  great  men’s  company  or  at  least 
the  great  hours  of  men  speaking  from  their  summits, 
could  not  be  the  cure  of  this  depriving  loneliness, 
but  only  admissible  disparagement. 

He  felt  that  a  single  other  human  being  there  would  throw, 
by  the  mere  waver  of  his  shadow  and  all  the  small 
vapors  and  shudders  of  life,  a  humanizing  reference 
over  his  books.  And  the  thought  came  to  him 
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that  the  town  library  might  be  his  asylum,  where  men 
would  be 

better  than  themselves,  since  they  came  to  cope  with 
betters ; 

breaking  and  brushing  off  the  film  of  superficiality 
that  coated  daily  life,  donning  books  like  diving  bells 
to  live  within  the  depths. 

He  went  to  the  little  building,  modest  in  spite  of  wooden 
pillars 

eight  yards  high,  and  there  began  books  for  finishing  at 
home. 

The  high  wide  walls  seemed  silenced  without  the  mouths  of 
pictures. 

Feet  whispered  on  these  floors,  going  tiptoe,  revealing 
the  self-consciousness  of  men  in  the  presence  of  books 
and  men  communing  with  them.  The  self  was  sheathed. 
Faces  poring  over  books  were  calm,  composed  about 
unviolent  curiosities;  no  lashing  cruelty 
drove  their  eyes;  no  scorn  boiled  on  their  lips. 

Anthony  looked  from  jaw  to  jaw  surveying  the  posted 
heads, 

seeking,  in  some  eyes’  restlessness  or  mildness, 
occasion  for  speech;  finally  leaned  toward  his  neighbor, — 
“Our  mutual  friends,  our  books,  will  make  us  friends,” — 
and  whispered.  The  man  was  half-eared  but  double  voiced 
and  in  full  volume  shouted,  “What!” 

The  librarian  turned  around,  rotating  disapproval,  tapped 
his  pencil, 

tut-tut,  and  Anthony  backed  into  his  book,  waiting  until  he 
heard 

the  creak  of  lightened  chair  and  volume’s  slide  along  the 
table 

and  saw  a  man  readying  to  go.  He  rose  and  Anthony 
behind  him  like  a  shadow ;  followed  him  into  the  street 
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and  said  a  mild  acquaintance-making  phrase;  but  the  man 
stopped  him,  saying, 

“I  do  not  discuss  religion.”  “Neither  do  I,”  said  Anthony. 
The  man  held  off  in  reply  as  if  he  were  measuring 
for  a  punch;  then  spoke  slowly,  word  by  word, 
breaking  each  over  Anthony  with  a  crash  of  laughter. 

“You  Atheists  can’t  help  yourselves.  That’s  God’s  curse 
upon  you. 

Your  minds  have  no  rest,  you  soothe  yourselves  with  argu¬ 
ments, 

repeated  singsong,  lullabies  of  arguments. 

You  drove  your  son  away  with  arguing.” 

Well  Anthony  knew  he  should  have  left  the  man 
but  he  plodded  with  a  stunned  spirit  at  his  side, 
slowly  gathering  the  words  for  response.  He  said, 

“How  you  love  hatred!  You  feed  it  all  the  village,  do  you 
not? 

Your  malice  is  an  old  trick.  Your  ancestors  made  dolls 
for  shapes  of  their  neighbors  and  on  the  limbs 
pressed  the  disease  that  hurt  the  makers  in  that  part. 

You,  being  civilized  and  conscious  of  your  ill  mind,  could 
heal  yourself 

by  pictures  of  my  mind  ulcered  with  your  maladies.” 

Anthony  returned  to  the  library,  found  a  book, 
and  in  it  sought  to  make  a  tearless  burial  of  his  hope. 

But  he  could  not  keep  his  eyes  from  the  conning  faces. 
One  after  another  he  scanned  them,  reading 
from  the  epigrammatic  couplets  of  the  lips 
and  digressions  of  the  eye,  dressed  with  no  deliberation, 
and  delivered  naked  to  the  soul  unto  the  observer. 
Anthony  shuddered  at  what  he  saw,  feeling  doomed  before 
these  men 

for  he  would  have  of  them  their  evil  only. 

He  would  live  among  them,  one  whose  world 

had  only  a  sun  that  burned  him,  winds  that  froze  him, 
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water  that  choked  him,  earth  that  bucked  under  his  stride 
like  a  wild  mustang  and  bled  him  with  accident. 

By  day  the  library  shut.  The  librarian  ruled 
another  desk,  taught  school,  wielded  his  black-tongued 
pencil. 

He  saw,  and  meant  to  show  the  peevishness 
that  wizened  his  face  and  tweaked  his  voice 
as  cosmic  choler,  authentic  great-man  grutch. 

His  own  Procrustes,  he  pulled  and  wrenched  himself  to  fit 
a  secret  self.  His  dream  had  dollar  trimmings ; 
best  seller  novelist,  with  cuffed. hands  signing  books 
that  never  waited  on  the  shelves;  he  strolled  in  autos 
and  built  a  house  needing  an  aeroplane  to  see, 
and  avenued  like  a  city;  picked  girls  like  berries 
ripened  in  the  summer  of  his  prosperity. 

Into  the  hollow  of  every  night  he  writhed  upon  his  rack 
(forgetting  the  honest  masters  in  the  library) 
on  correspondence  lessons  that  would  bring 
the  registered  consummation;  and  met  the  day, 
slobbering  sleep  from  the  eye,  and  unkempt  in  courtesy, 
which  he  never  learned  to  wear,  hoisting  it  on  his  head 
in  coward-cringe  before  superiors,  and  showing 
ego  buttocks  to  the  commonalty. 

For  Anthony  coming  to  his  desk  he  buried 
a  deeper  head  within  his  files,  to  raise  it  to  a  steeper  indig¬ 
nation  ; 

dipped  disdain  in  disapproval  when  Anthony  asked 

for  employment,  volunteer  work  if  there  was  none  for  pay, 

tossed  Anthony  an  application  blank, 

blotted  wearily  over  the  signature,  dropped  it  through  a 
slot 

and  with  a  bored  wrist  waved  Anthony  away. 

Weeks  ran  together  and  Anthony  waited, 
thinking  in  the  meanwhile  of  old  Eddy,  the  waiter. 
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who,  when  he  was  left  alone,  took  the  hotel  job 
so  that  he  might  be  among  people,  give  them  food, 

“sonny  and  darter”  them  and  call  the  world  his  wife. 

He  too,  wanting  to  meet  people,  serving  them  food, 
watching  eyes  move  like  jaws. 

The  grocer’s  boy  told  him,  “Everybody’s  talking  about  you, 
sir, 

about  your  not  being  allowed  to  join  the  library.” 

As  he  came  into  the  corridors,  eyes  gulped  him, 
and  a  sharper  stillness,  a  very  glitter  of  stillness, 
shimmered  before  him,  making  a  cavalcade  of  his  steps, 
and  his  coat  rang  like  armor,  and  he  could  scarce  whisper 
feeling  the  ears  arching  for  his  voice.  The  librarian, 
impatient  to  deal  his  blow, 

saved  him,  saying,  “I  am  sorry,  sir.  The  board  decided 
not  to  accept  your  application,  feeling  it  unwise 
to  have  a  man  of  your  opinions  holding  an  office 
in  a  public  institution.”  Little,  brattish  voice, 
applauding  itself  with  emphasis.  There  broke 
a  united,  simultaneous  chattering,  and  from  one  table 
dislodged  a  single,  braying  laughter,  on  which  others, 
conscious  of  the  ritual,  cried  a  hush. 

Anthony  replied,  wanderingly, 
“Yes,  public  institutions  must  be  preserved; 
they  must  be  kept  lifeless  and  while  life  is  shut  out 
they  will  never  have  the  fear  of  dying.  Thank  you.” 

On  stumbling,  hurrying  legs,  he  blundered  out. 

Anthony  walked,  drugged  with  indignation, 

unable  now  to  smile  upon  the  images 

that  his  mind  made  with  humble  clowning 

to  divert  him:  that  he  should  put  a  turtle  in  his  heart 

for  the  turtle  wears  its  gravestone  on  its  back, 

armed  against  death  with  death  and  animate  to  the  world 

only  in  the  grapples  of  its  jaws:  that  he  had  stepped 
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daintily  out  of  an  ambuscade  of  pigmies, 
but  in  the  road  before  him,  roamed  treestaved  giants; 
lay  jungles  that,  leaning  back,  shot  tigers  as  from  bow 
strings ; 

walked  geologic  monsters  in  whose  footprints  gathered 
lakes. 

But  Anthony,  sipping  his  liquorish  anger, 

in  his  house,  grown  maudlin,  puddled  himself  in  tears. 

Anthony  mused  on  Gibbon,  a  dishevelled  volume  in  his  lap, 
“Gibbon  was  a  fat  man,  coach  filling,  enormous,  a  paragon 
for  Dutch  Aldermen.  Fat  men  are  our  natural  acrobats 
with  but  another  belly  to  balance,  in  the  world. 

Good  humor  is  their  juggler’s  poise  and  poise  philosophy. 
Therefore,  philosophy  laughs  while  fools 
ponder  over  slapstick  and  titter  over  crises. 

How  hugely  does  the  philosopher  enjoy  himself,  turning 
the  puckish  pages  of  those  ancient  joke  books — histories — 
the  one  about  the  Embalmer — Egypt, 
the  one  about  the  dervish — Spain, 

and  Rome  topples  to  amuse  a  fat  heir,  as  into  the  amphi¬ 
theater 

she  tossed  a  world  to  amuse  plump  citizens. 

I  have  my  own  history  to  laugh  at.  Gibbon;  I  see  the  joke 
and  am  its  butt  as  well  as  its  philosopher.” 

Anthony  stood  up. 

Summer  had  been  pulling  him  from  his  books 

with  reins  of  light  and  a  noose  of  fragrance 

and  gentle  lashes  of  heat  that  smartened  his  muscles. 

Summer  sugared  the  air.  The  sun  was  hot, 
like  the  slumbering,  swollen  body  of  a  bedmate. 

Summer  milked  the  sea  and  spread 
effusions  of  nurture  over  earth. 

The  illimitable  breast  of  sunlight  warmed 
innumerable  eggs  from  which  bright  beings  burst. 
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Between  the  soil  and  sky  life  seethed  like  an  atmosphere. 
Summer  ridiculed  the  mind  and  all  its  fixtures, 
gayer  in  a  puff  of  wind  than  all  its  ironies, 
subtler  in  a  little  seed  than  all  its  systems. 

And  to  Anthony,  thought  seemed  suddenly  wan, 
languid  like  the  gesture  of  an  invalid;  in  it 
he  felt  homesick  for  the  earth,  desiring 
to  be  so  deep  organed  in  the  frame  of  nature 
that  he  would  not  know  its  beauty,  the  sorrowful  joy  of 
which, 

in  knowing,  is  the  manifest  pang  of  exile. 

He  was  beset  by  the  impudence  of  happy  things. 

All  day  a  single  cornflower,  lithe  and  unvirtuous, 
danced  in  his  window,  a  John’s  head  in  its  cup. 

Spiders  threw  everywhere  their  ropes  and  sucked  on  crying 
flies. 

The  machine-mouth  of  a  neighbor’s  horse  cropped,  outside, 
and  flies  cropped  him. 

Anthony  avoided  his  porch;  wrens  in  the  pillars  bid  him 
off. 

His  tree  stood  gemmed  with  pears. 

Winds  sauntered  here  and  there.  And  he  could  hear, 
not  far  off,  water  playing  among  stones. 

As  he  reached  the  road  a  townsman  cried,  “Hello,” 
then  swift  away  as  if  he  had  forgot  himself. 

Anthony  smiled,  “Magical  Summer,  so  rich  in  life, 
rancor  can’t  exhaust  its  liberality.” 

The  episode,  a  mere  stubbing  of  his  dignity 
upon  the  old  stone  of  man’s  unkindness, 
did  not  blear  his  eye  toward  man,  for  Summer  herself 
made  man  unseemly,  a  dun,  anachronous  beast 
living  before  his  time,  his  world  not  yet  created; 
hippopotamus  of  will,  ungainly  in  possession  of  the  earth; 
crude  in  his  curveless  houses ;  too  large  to  mix  with 
meadows, 

too  small  to  make  another  earth. 
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The  women  stood  like  heavy  bells ;  only  the  legs 
within  the  resonant  skirts  could  utter  speech  and  that 
vulgarized  with  secrecy;  the  men  unbeautiful, 
like  doughty  snails  wagging 

wrinkled  jaws  and  hands  out  of  their  woolen  shells. 
Children  alone,  only  the  shrill  running  children, 
fitted  the  Summer,  adding  the  masked  pink  of  their  skins 
and  the  burnishings  of  their  bright  young  hair 
to  Summer’s  colors,  and  their  busy  play  song  to  Summer’s 
sounds. 

Fathers  and  mothers  and  the  ordained  herdsmen,  ministers 
and  teachers, 

herded  them  like  valuable  animals  for  some  yield, 

(secret,  unknown  to  themselves)  a  wool  of  comfort, 
from  the  curls  of  their  laughter.  For  Anthony, 
panting  in  the  sultry  ill-will  of  the  townspeople, 
a  child’s  passage  was  like  a  kind  gust  in  cruel  noon. 

And  as  he  walked  he  stopped  to  watch  the  children  playing, 
patting  a  casual  head,  and  drawing  with  the  touch 
a  gush  of  sweetness  that  retold  the  platitude 
that  love  has  no  death  within  the  body,  though  the  mind 
bury  it  within  the  thousandth  resignation.  The  road 
went  quickly  to  town,  became  street,  left  trees  for  spotted 
awnings. 

Here  the  sunlight,  undrunk  by  leaves,  rose  into  flood. 
Children  and  birds  made  the  town  natural, 
swimming  the  sun.  Children  peeped  from  tumbled  door¬ 
ways 

like  pippin  apples  in  old  trees;  they  ran  the  street  like 
vines. 

Anthony  heard  a  boy  sobbing,  looked  for  him,  found  him 
sitting 

solitary  on  a  curb,  his  feet  in  swill,  his  head  rattling  on 
his  chest 

with  hiccup  moaning.  Anthony  bent  over  him,  hushed  him 
and  asked  the  reason.  The  boy,  up  jerking  an  abashed  face 
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fenced  by  a  shoulder,  denied  the  tears  that  petalled  his  eye, 
then  poured  a  fresh  spout  that  bubbled  to  his  mouth 
and  wilted  all  his  words ;  and  Anthony  made  the  old,  mature 
pretense 

of  understanding,  crooning  “there,  there”  until  the  boy, 
comforted,  looked  up  to  Anthony  like  a  begging  squirrel. 
And  he  felt  in  his  pocket  for  a  larger  coin  to  buy 
the  honor  of  an  ample  Providence.  But  his  stale  fate, 
with  a  hand  hardened  upon  him,  struck  upon  his  hand. 

A  woman’s  voice  blasted  from  a  window  “Arthur!” 
and  the  boy  shrank  back,  and  when  she  reached  the  street, 
she  whirled  him  behind  her,  a  mother  beast,  her  brood 
defending,  blood  reddening  her,  making  wattles  of  her 
cheeks. 

“Go  on  along,  Atheist !  Don’t  aim  to  corrupt  little  chil¬ 
dren!” 

Her  screams  posted  through  the  town.  Windows  ran  up. 
Heads  butted  out,  women  patching  nudity  with  kimono 
ends; 

whole  families  clustering;  fearful  voices  hauling  children 
up 

from  the  ravaged  street;  dogs  dinning;  and  Anthony  stood 
still 

until  the  friendly  grocer’s  boy  led  him  away,  babbling 
over  and  over  to  himself,  “I  cannot  speak  to  children !” 

He  sat  like  a  paralytic,  still  and  stiff  in  his  chair 
and  scared  the  grocer’s  boy  out  of  the  house.  After  a  time 
he  feebly  sought  a  book,  but  each  page  of  print  broke  under 
his  eye 

like  anthills  and  sent  the  words  swarming. 

A  little  cliff  of  volumes  rose  beside  him  on  the  arm. 

At  last,  with  a  smile  that  was  a  genuflexion  to  his  ill, 
he  took  up  a  book  of  pictures,  copies  of  splendid  paintings. 
Even  these  his  eye  brought  barely  whole  to  his  mind. 
Portraits  marched  on,  pride  tireless  in  parade 
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wearing  medals  of  women’s  beauty  and  wrapped  around 
and  hooded  grandly  with  castle  walls  and  turrets;  from 
these 

to  a  landscape,  the  face  of  the  world  rouged  with  storm, 
and  after  it,  a  hundred  angles  of  the  pivotal  body  of 
woman, 

inclining  to  promised  heavens,  declining  to  certain  deaths, 
wine  and  blood  for  lubricants  and  music  for  its  creak. 

Anthony  stopped  over  a  tavern  picture  wherein 

men  guzzled  and  winked  at  decanter-breasted  barmaids. 

“It  is  a  cheat,”  thought  Anthony.  “With  what  smoke  and 
ash 

they  pay  for  this  little  flame!”  He  turned  the  page  over, 
then  turned  it  back, 

kindled  over  it,  saw  himself  among  them,  avoiding 
his  fellow’s  napkin  sleeve  perfumed  and  brocaded  with 
the  grease  of  a  hundred  tables.  Toper  among  topers, 
he  pledged  them,  and  brimming  with  alepomp  made  a  speech 
that  fetched  the  “ahs”  of  the  barmaids. 

“I  will  do  it,”  thought  Anthony. 

“I  will  mate  my  blood  too  with  wine  to  beget  me  the  in¬ 
crease 

of  a  boisterous  dream.”  He  called  to  his  serving  woman. 
“Order  a  pint  of  brandy.”  “For  tomorrow?”  “For  to¬ 
night  !” 

“I’ll  get  it  right  away,”  and  her  voice  was  fresh  with 
pleasure. 

“And  I  will  have  a  barmaid,  too,”  thought  Anthony,  and 
was  annoyed 

and  frightened  that  the  thought  had  found  ambush  in  his 
mind. 

n 

Every  afternoon  this  woman  came  to  do  the  housework 
and  cook  a  dinner  for  Anthony.  Finding  him  absent,  within 
himself, 
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she  only  feebly  tried  to  be  fit  company,  and  soon  with  a 
windy  voice 

singing,  as  if  she  were  alone,  the  latest  dancing  tunes, 
blew  him  beyond  her.  Nor  did  Anthony  wholly  love  his 
exile. 

Always,  in  pondering  it,  he  blessed  the  chance  that  brought 
it. 

But  it  jailed  him  in  vacant  leisure,  lost  him  in  inanimate 
peace 

in  which  his  mind  had  nothing  living  to  live  upon. 

Often  Anthony  found  his  toes  tapping  out  the  beat,  as  if 
on  his  own  feet,  maugre  his  set  will,  he  followed  her  on  the 
adroit 

windings  of  her  voice.  At  these  times  he  was  the  dolt 
duped  in  mysterious  ignorance,  still  childish,  and  never  to 
know 

a  sweet  fulfilling  wisdom  that  simpler  minds  grew  into. 

She  was  the  animal  fullgrown,  and  he  was  still 

child  to  the  man  that  was  yet  to  be,  and  child  to  the  animal. 

She  was  a  widow  not  older  than  thirty ;  thought  good  look¬ 

ing, 

and  she  gave  the  thought  formality  with  streaks  of  rouge 
and  casts  of  powder  and  a  false  gilt  in  her  hair 
and  showcase  dressing  that  polished  her  roundness  like  an 
eggplant. 

The  railroad  killed  her  man.  She  had  made  Death  hand¬ 
some  with  her  weeds 

and  tuneful  with  her  weeping;  and  outlived  the  death 
quickly 

though  she  had  loved  her  husband  well  and  joyously,  as  all 
knew, 

who  had  watched  liquor  ebb  between  them  and  rise  again 
in  large  limbed  fondness,  who  had  seen  them  grub  together 
in  the  garden  and  spied  them  on  the  road  in  horseplay  with 
each  other, 

their  fishing  poles  knocking  and  a  kiss  to  settle  all  their 
scores. 
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She  was  too  honest  for  pretense.  She  would  not  haunt  her¬ 
self 

with  memories  and  when  her  spirits  rose,  spoke  them  out 
in  laughter. 

Soon  men  were  in  her  house  and  a  constant  pennant  of 
music 

flew  from  her  window  and  she  danced  and  drank, 
fresh  as  a  girl  and  fearless  as  a  wife  whose  body  marriage 
has  uncaged.  “Her  widowtime  will  be  a  short  one,”  the 
village  said, 

and  at  first  the  bachelors  from  five  towns  round 
came  courting  her.  But  one  by.  one  they  dropped  away 
to  marry  where  they  were  bought  and  where  they  were 
plighted. 

Aclot  in  a  phlegm  of  marriage,  fat  on  the  paunch 
and  furrows  on  the  brow,  marsh  bloat  of  body 
and  drouth  crack  in  the  mind,  each  kept  a  tablet  up 
for  ready  desecration.  “  ’Twas  I  that  made  her  whore. 
Should  I  have  married  her?  Not  me.  If  she  could  give 
me  wedding  meat 

before  the  wedding,  after  it  I’d  get  the  gristle  and  the 
horn. 

Thanks  for  the  fun  and  double  thanks  for  the  warning, 
says  I, 

and  she  cries  after  me.  Lord,  how  she  cries !”  and  over 
pageants  of 

limb  spilling  bodies  and  simmering  eyeballs,  the  coddled 
wives  applaud 

and  slap  the  thigh  that  routed  out  the  harlot,  and  quaff  up 
the  tears, 

and  each  dull  home  is  bright  a  moment  with  their  sparkle. 

The  mind  digests  its  memories.  Fear  had  been  given  feed¬ 
ing  on  this  love, 

and  it  became  that  porous  skin  of  fear,  contempt. 
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Not  a  sound  mind  among  them  in  which  the  memory  might 
have  grown 

a  sinew  taut  with  melancholy  over  love  forfeited,  that  had 

been  too  large  proportioned  for  its  petty  sense. 

She  wanted  any  man  to  sing  with,  dance  with,  drink  with, 
lie  with; 

after  the  music  had  paired  them  and  the  drink  vapored 
off  their  hesitations 

and  the  moment  came  to  grit  the  eyes,  quench  light  in 
drowning  darkness, 

to  dive  from  music  into  the  roar  of  running  blood,  to  clench 
over  the  last  task  of  pleasure — 

labor  of  millstones,  man  and  woman,  grinding  out  the  little 
grain  of  ecstasy — 

the  utter  labor,  whose  pure  exhaustion  is  a  mysterious 
grant  of  nature, 

a  bemedalling  with  ribbons  of  gay  weariness  of  all  the 
driven  muscles.  „ 

She  was  too  honest  for  pretense.  When  passion  found 
them  together  and  alone 

she  used  the  occasion  and  loved  the  man,  and  would  have 
loved  him  always 

had  he  not  let  go  the  good  given  for  the  trifle  filched  away. 

Unhappy  and  wondering,  she  watched  the  men  running  out 
like  thieves  with  her  gift. 

And  soon  by  that  crow’s  confederacy  that  men  connive, 
seeking  love  carrion, 

circling  the  sinking  woman,  they  brought  her  to  die  as 
woman  to  be  left, 

(they  thought)  that  corpse  of  woman — prostitute.  But 
there  was  within  her 

invulnerable  joy  which  served  her  for  a  conscience  and 
gave 
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a  charter  of  delight  to  all  vicissitude.  The  men  who  sought 
her 

could  not  bite  and  depart.  They  drank  deep,  perforce  sang 
out,  danced  high, 

and  with  a  spiteself  courtship  throned  her  aloft  on  such  a 
pitch 

of  womanhood  as  gave  acknowledgment  of  a  high  birth  of 
nature,  more  rare 

and  estimable  than  the  instinct  nobility  of  youth.  Those 
who  came 

jingling  money  in  their  pockets  found  no  market  and  until 
their  throats  jingled  had  no  dwelling  of  her  body;  the 
fearful 

left  her  colder  in  the  loins  than  as  they  came ;  and  those  for 
whom 

love  was  a  pleasant  stool,  found  doors  behind  them;  and 
music  at  their  ears 
taught  other  meanings. 

For  her  support  she  worked  readily  and  well, 
as  she  had  worked  for  years  at  Anthony’s ;  and  even  in  her 
work 

she  could  not  cool  her  voice  of  singing,  nor  tire  the  dance 
out  of  her  legs. 

The  brandy  came  to  table  and  with  it  the  resinous  woman 
whose  pap  juice  it  might  be.  Unbidden  she  sat  down, 
taking  her  let 

from  the  slip  seat  perch  of  Anthony,  and  got  her  warrant 
from  a  smile 

that  his  lips  picked  up  in  pain  and  could  not  hold.  He 
dared  not  be  alone. 

His  mind  stood  stiff  in  that  quaking  street;  the  child 
grabbed  up, 

all  the  children  herded  off,  out  of  the  fabulous  wolf  jaw 
of  his  fabulous  unfaith.  In  grisly  surgery  a  knife  split 
through. 
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neat  amputation  of  a  social  limb,  and  he  rose  crippled 
in  a  human  part;,  and  profuse  cut  arteries  of  dignity 
spilled  out  a  blood.  Only  a  human  body  could  bandage 
him. 

Alone  he  would  have  made  a  poison  of  the  brandy.  He 
looked  to  her, 

“save  me”  speaking  from  his  dumb  mouth  and  endless  eyes. 
And  she  let  pity  serve  for  understanding,  smiled  to  him 
coyly 

as  if  he  were  a  Samson  humoring  her  with  meekness, 
helped  him  at  his  spoon,  giggling  like  a  pranky  girl,  then 
sang 

her  usual  songs  and  clucked  like  a  happy  mother  to  hear 
him  hum  along; 

and  he  sang  out  to  the  very  ceiling  of  his  voice,  glad  that 
he  could  follow  her 

words  and  air  on  tunes  that  he  had  tried  to  deaf  himself 
against. 

They  drank.  Anthony,  straightened  from  his  totter,  grew 
gallant  size, 

said  toasts  all  fat  with  flatteries,  and  in  whose  honest 
grease, 

the  oil  of  a  long  word  and  bacon  of  a  jest,  the  woman  glis¬ 
tened 

and  paid  him  back  with  such  a  potion  of  esteem, 
as  made  brandy  its  water  in  the  glasses  that  he  drank. 

They  rose  to  dance.  The  woman  beat  out  a  tune  in  her 
shallow,  loud  child’s  voice. 

Anthony  let  himself  be  led,  his  thighs  along  her  thighs,  his 
chest 

floor  for  her  breasts  capering,  his  arms  as  with  sunlight 
burning 

to  the  feel  of  her  substance — folding  over  him,  not  shrink¬ 
ing  away. 
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embrace  lapping  over  embrace.  They  danced  until  they 
reached  fatigue, 

crossed  it  to  come  upon  another  strength. 

They  lay  abed,  their  heads 

quite  out  of  a  window.  Blue  night,  curtained  with  gauzes 
from  the  moon 

spread  them  a  spacious  chamber,  and  the  wind,  brushing 
banjos  in  the  grass, 

ringing  in  the  bell-lofts  of  the  trees,  played  them  a  protha- 
lamium. 

The  dawn  discovered  them,  and  then  the  neighbor’s  horse 
coming  for  the  long  grass 

outside  the  window,  and  then  the  neighbor  coming  to  hitch 
the  horse 

to  a  wagonload  of  truck  going  to  town,  and  then  the  town 
itself 

hearing  of  the  two  heads,  brown  and  gray  hair  together, 
ruffled  in  morning  air, 

lying  in  the  window,  strange  mushrooms  in  the  cracks  of 
an  old  house. 

And  so  the  world  knew,  before  the  two  heads  shrank  from 
the  scorch  of  sunlight 

into  awakening,  into  precipitate  noon,  seeing  each  other 
but  not  believing, 

seeking  an  eve  of  memory  for  this  too  solid  dream,  finding 
it, 

and  half  fearful  of  its  loss,  begging  its  stay  within  the 
begging  eyes, 

and  answering  together  in  a  new  embrace  that  gave  two 
bodies  to  the  vision. 

And  townsmen  on  the  road  at  noon,  spying  from  under  their 
broad  straw  brims, 

saw  a  horny  gaffer  and  a  salt  bitch  (good  epithets  of  mis¬ 
understanding) 
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with  bulbs  of  shoulders,  strained  out  of  nightgowns,  press¬ 
ing  together 

doing  adulterous  duty  on  the  broad  sheets  of  day. 

Steep  in  the  town’s  eye  hung  their  picture  in  the  window 
frame 

and  quick  fancy  furnished  forepiece  and  afterpiece  enough 
to  paint 

panels  for  Bourbon  voluptuaries,  for  all  their  walls. 

The  diligent  session  of  gossip,  the  meeting  without  adjourn, 
by  unanimous  burgher  vote,  the  highest  honors  of  sin  con¬ 
ferred, 

and  robes  of  Satan’s  seneschals,  on  Anthony  and  his  lady. 
Here  was  the  picture,  promising  like  a  movie  still: 

“A  scene  from  the  orgy,”  “The  morning  after  the  night 
before,” 

“The  morning  before  the  night.”  Could  honest,  hearty  old 
believers 

in  Sin  majestic,  multitudinous,  guess  or  if  they  guessed, 
believe 

what  ’prentices  in  vice  they  were,  no  more  deserving 
Mephisto  mantles  than  the  town’s  two  dullest  bedmates ; 
believe  the  window  portrait  only  itself  portrayed,  and  was 
no  Versailles  bergerie  to  rhetorize  the  damask  pastures 
and  its  priapic  shepherd,  of  the  deep  sintropic  bedsteads. 
Our  lord  lechers,  were  the  truth  trusted,  would  be  dubbed 
knave  cheats. 

While  in  the  house,  unwise  of  their  fame  abroad,  they  loved 
like  unwatched  simpletons. 

Obedient  days  spread  round  them  as  if  they  had  estates  in 
Time. 

Morning  bowed  in  to  Anthony  through  door  and  windows. 
He  looked  out  to  the  sitting  hills  not  to  seek  company  in  his 
loneliness, 

as  he  had  done  before,  but  cheerful  now,  feeling  himself 
their  host. 
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donning  the  noon’s  vestment  of  sunlight,  calling  tree 
shadows  into  the  house, 

picking  the  blown  leaves  and  reading  their  messages. 

He  did  not  pinch  a  book  now,  to  shake  the  writer  living 
from  its  pages, 

but  spoke  to  him  standing  upon  the  balcony  of  the  book. 
No  longer  fencing  his  ear  upon  the  woman’s  singing, 
it  became  a  scent  among  sounds  fragrant  to  his  ear. 

And  she  dropped  her  note  to  the  quiet  croon  of  content¬ 
ment, 

wrote  valentines  into  her  housework  which  erased 
memories  grown  illegible — the  old  house  undergoing 
renovation  in  new  life.  Like  early  weeks  of  wedding 
went  these  weeks.  Ranging  a  square  of  garden  hired  from 
their  neighbor, 

the  woman  worked  the  soil  in  the  morning,  dozed  out  the 
midday, 

came  in  silken  with  sunlight  at  dusk,  bathed  with  Anthony 
at  the  spring, 

served  smoking  dinners  touched  with  yellow  spires  of 
brandy, 

set  the  newly  bought  victrola  going,  sang  and  danced.  On 
fine  nights 

they  left  the  house  behind  them  filled  with  sentimental 
music ; 

sat,  steeped  in  each  other’s  warmth,  upon  the  porch  floor. 
Cool  coils  of  wind  bound  them  warmer,  tighter  to  each 
other.  They  watched 

the  night,  the  moon  tearing  ruddy  navel  strings  being  born 
on  the  horizon  out  of  tumultuous  thighs  and  washed  by 
clouds. 

Lineaments  of  the  world  gilt  over  in  the  shine  of  day,  the 
night  disclosed. 

The  trance  of  evening  kept  them  as  on  a  lower  floor  of 
sleep 
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sometimes  to  the  opening  of  the  day,  when  the  sparks  of 
stars 

flew  all  together  into  the  one  flame  of  sun. 

Anthony  sometimes  joined  the  woman  in  the  field,  but 
oftener 

sat  at  home  reading;  and  when  the  book  grew  listless, 
wrote, — 

a  new  thing  for  him.  Modesty,  and  worse  than  modesty, — 
pride, 

which  could  not  bear  the  awkward  service  time 
of  learning,  had  held  down  his  hand.  Many  foetuses  of 
books 

had  he  given  pauper’s  burial  in  the  fireplace.  Now, 
ambition  having  been  survived  like  other  childhood  ailments, 
and  peace,  sedative  to  wry  self-consciousness,  being  his, 
he  wrote,  placidly  for  his  amusement  essays  and  remarks, 
observations,  souvenirs  and  inventions,  and  by  increment 
unnoted,  found  himself  well  within  a  book. 

For  audience  he  had  the  woman  and  she  supplied  shrewd 
notes 

to  furnish  out  the  figures.  His  words  sewed  liveries  for 
the  villagers 

by  which  the  world  would  know  them,  and  she  enjoyed 
them,  smiling 

at  the  j  ustice  humor  of  the  sly  demotions  but  always  adding 
disrobing  testimony  that  shrivelled  off  the  uniform. 

As  if  she  were  remembering  aloud  she  told  off  origins, 
mannerisms,  accidents,  acts,  conditions,  residues  of  the  past. 
Each  mention  flashed  with  a  beaming  clarity,  as  if  it  came 
down 

washed  of  the  grime  of  motive  from  a  clean  and  cosy  shelf. 
“It  will  be  good  to  rest  in  your  wholesome  memory,” 
thought  Anthony, 

“for  what  you  recall  of  men  shows  that  you  have  a  purer 
learning 
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than  is  mine.  You  know  what  men  are.  I  know  only  what 
they  may  be. 

You  have  the  knowledge  of  kinship,  judging  with  an  im¬ 
partiality 

of  love.  You  grant  men  stakes  in  a  great,  gross  goodness, 
disclosed  in  casual  gestures  like  metal  scratched  with  a  ray 
of  light. 

I  see  them  as  I  am  myself,  all  ill  with  growth  pain  which  is 
the  doom 

of  mankind,  never  to  consummate  maturity  in  a  man’s  life, 
so  that  the  comprehending  whet  themselves  stoics  on  de¬ 
spair 

and  the  others  crouch  in  dumb  suffering,  or  feeding  on  fear 
become  holed 

with  worms  of  superstition.  Only  a  few  like  you  banquet 
on  the  body, 

honoring  the  five  senses  like  noble  guests,  and  only  a  few, 
among  whom  may  I  be  counted  one,  take  pleasure  in  the 
mind 

which  goes  abroad  in  the  unknown,  not  sadly  like  an  outcast, 
nor  like  a  pilgrim  making  more  credible  prayer  of  pain, 
but  a  blithe  traveler  whom  new  understanding  exalts 
like  new  skies.  Seeing  me  endure  the  rigors  of  pitiless 
ideas, 

you  shiver  and  cheer  me  as  if  I  were  ice  hacked  in  Arctic 
ventures ; 

while  I,  knowing  not  men  but  ideas  and  idols  of  men,  feel 
beggarly  and  weak 

before  your  fearless  and  abundant  love  which  has  risked 
injury  so  often  and  has  so  disposed  it  that  it  does  not  even 
cast 

the  shadow  of  forgiveness.  Thus  we  are  woven  in  a  peace 
of  mutual  respect,  more  enduring  and  more  actual  than 
any  peace, 

plunder  of  victory  and  theft  of  treaty  after  a  war  of  argu¬ 
ment.” 
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Thus,  they  who  had  become  worn  to  unhappiness,  happi¬ 
ness  came  to  them; 

who  felt  of  joy  that  it  was  outlived  years  before  youth,  joy 
came  to  them. 

Timid  hands  they  reached  to  their  pleasure,  spectators  of 
themselves  enfolded 

with  undreamed  dream.  Even  when  they  stood  steeped  in 
bliss, 

fire  catching  through  all  the  conduits  of  the  nerves,  they 
trembled, 

thought  out  of  their  words,  moaned  under  their  laughter, 
winced  in  their  embraces, 

accepted  ectasies  like  hypodermics  charging  their  blood 
and  kept  a  doomtaste  of  its  end  in  an  insoluble  capsule  of 
melancholy, 

rolling,  spit-soured,  and  always  on  their  palates.  When 
their  dread 

kept  faith  with  them,  they  met  it  wretched  enough,  but  un¬ 
surprised  although  it  came 
treacherously  in  a  feint  of  happiness. 

A  letter  postmarked  from  the  town 
addressed  to  Anthony  from  the  minister,  a  cunning  letter, 
it  slew 

with  a  smother  of  honey,  gathered  by  a  theatrical  bee  of 
reason. 

“Your  living  with  the  woman  is  a  simple  thing  for  you.  I 
can  see 

that  you  may  even  hold  it  moral.  It  needs  religious  light 
to  see  the  black  on  a  conscience.  That  light  I  will  not 
hold  to  you, 

for  having  blinded  the  spiritual  eye  you  would  writhe 
under  it 

like  night  things  uncovered  to  the  sun.  Even  the  people  in 
the  town 

know  this  and  do  not  blame  you.  But  they  blame  the 
woman. 
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She  is  not  like  you.  Religion  holds  her  and  in  its  light 
she  sees 

the  darkness  of  her  acts.  She  cannot  hide  from  it,  nor  can 
she  shade  it 

with  her  sin  though  she  throw  against  it  all  her  body. 

Always  she  violates  herself  and  suffers  the  agony  of  the 
violation. 

I  have  had  dealings  with  too  many  people  living  against 
their  conscience. 

I  know  them  well.  Their  minds  live  in  an  unbreaking 
storm. 

The  sun  shines  never.  A  cold  wind  sucks  their  hearts. 
The  clouds 

creak  like  sagging  ceilings.  Terrors  gash  the  soul  like 
lightnings. 

This  is  her  life.  Surely  you  do  not  have  to  see  her  weep 
to  know  it. 

Shame  has  its  secret  blush  on  features  never  faced  to  you. 
She  may  seem  happy. 

And  if  it  were  not  for  your  sake,  it  would  be  for  her  own 

that  she  would  feign  happiness.  Remember  the  fervor 

with  which  we  jig  to  outdance  pain.  She  is  not  safe  from 
herself. 

And  the  townspeople  are  not  patient  with  her  as  they  are 
with  you. 

They  turn  from  her  in  the  street.  They  shoot  their  whis¬ 
pers  in  her  back. 

Her  conscience  would  be  well  drugged  to  sleep  this  through. 

She  suffers  much,  and  enlarges  her  sufferings  by  her  en¬ 
durance. 

She  is  spared  neither  by  herself  nor  by  the  world.  Is  it 
just 

to  expose  her  to  these  trials?  A  small  act  can  save  her, — 

a  formality  to  you, — a  piece  of  paper  and  a  recitation. 

You  yield  as  much  in  compromise  and  energy  in  shopping. 

Yet  might  this  small  act, — your  marriage — bring  peace  to 
an  invaded  mind. 
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Like  a  land  rid  of  armies  she  will  face  you  with  plains  of 
sincerity. 

You  love  her  little  or  much;  I  do  not  know;  but  if  you  felt 
for  her 

no  more  than  gratitude  for  comfort,  you  owe  her  this  small 
help 

to  give  her  back  her  dignity  before  the  world.” 

Anthony  finishing  the  letter  was  glad  the  woman  was  not 
there. 

Through  the  windows  he  could  see  her  bending  in  the  corn, 
beautifully  moving ;  could  hear  her  singing  f eatly,  her  voice 
playing  a  game,  tossing  and  catching  light  balls  of  sound. 
Ripe  in  a  ripe  world,  a  reaper  not  seeing  the  sickle  at  her 
back. 

He  had  breathed  poison  from  the  letter.  Now  when  she 
paused 

he  would  think  it  cramp  of  conscience;  when  she  danced, 
flight  before  the  summoners  of  conscience. 

To  her  walking  in,  he  spoke  quietly,  “I  have  been  thinking 
that  since  in  our  own  way 

we  are  married  and  have  the  good  of  marriage,  it  will  be 
wise 

to  take  the  credit  for  it  from  the  world.  Let  us  marry 
formally.” 

Anthony  flinched  to  see  the  sudden,  stinging  ruddiness 
jump  to  her  cheeks 

and  her  embrace  that  broke  its  passion  in  a  hundred  sharp 
caresses 

he  endured  like  a  beating.  In  macerating  gaiety  he  j  ingled 
“ We’ll  get  a  ring  in  a  five  cent  store.  I’ll  have  a  flower  for 
my  buttonhole. 

We’ll  go  to  the  courthouse  and  set  down  in  the  public 
register 

that  we  do  what  men  and  women  do,  and  mean  to  do  it  as 
long 
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as  we  are  able — so  help  us  God!  Then  fee  the  official 
pimp 

and  take  it  back  in  bed  space  in  the  public  park.”  Anthony 
seeing 

fear  start  in  the  face  of  the  woman  broke  off  the  jest. 

He  spoke  seriously  to  soothe  her  and  so  soothed  himself. 

“Marriage  would  bring  peace; 
it  would  offend  no  principle  for  it  is  the  right  of  society 
to  have  a  record  of  important  acts  in  the  lives  of  its  mem¬ 
bers.” 

At  dinner  they  toasted  their  new  status  and  after  it  sought 
rest 

in  weariness  of  dancing,  and  fell  into  a  cavernous  sleep. 

The  day  brought  heat  and  a  hard,  hot  rain  like  cinders, 
and  the  sky  split  by  the  crevice  flame  of  lightning.  It  was 
relief 

and  anguish  both  for  Anthony  for  it  halted  the  grievous 
step 

that  must  be  taken.  Delay  is  a  festering.  He  felt  it  mor¬ 
tifying  him, 

while  he  sat  in  his  corner  writing,  opposite  the  corner 
where  the  woman 

sat  at  her  needle.  It  was  his  reply  to  the  minister.  “Dear 
Sir: 

I  hope  your  conscience  is  in  health,  that  you  have  not  had 
the  misfortune  to  enjoy  your  dinner.  I  write  to  thank  you 
for  your  kind  intrusion  which  has  brought  us  both  an  ex¬ 
cellent  ill  morrow. 

We  have  concluded  to  be  married  and  will  come  before  the 
magistrate 

washed  and  clothed  all  virginal  to  match  the  new  cloth  of 
our  wedding. 

We  will  rejoin  your  jungle,  uttering  our  caw  of  reverence. 
I  know  the  pleasure  this  will  give  you.  Once  I  collected 
books. 
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One  old  book,  searched  out  of  garbage,  saved  from  fire, 
picked  from  ignoble  garret  bedding 

shook  me  with  most  amorous  spasms  of  cupidity. 

Now  come  to  you  two  souls,  the  most  precious,  damned 
souls, 

by  universal  witness,  in  these  slippery  parts. 

The  very  horns  of  the  Old  Master  are  sealed  solidly  in  all 
their  corners. 

A  pleasant  evening  for  your  inventory;  and  when  you 
enter  them, 

two  added  to  three  hundred  and  twelve  adulterers, 

see  if  you  have  made  a  place  for  the  soul  of  him  who  covets 
his  neighbor’s  peace.” 

Anthony  listened  for  a  wagon  on  the  road,  heard  one, 

charged  through  the  brambles  of  the  rain  and  gave  his 
letter 

to  the  driver;  then  as  the  wagon  drained  out  into  the  flue 
of  the  road 

was  wild  to  get  it  back  and  stood  stewing  in  an  inward 
broth  of  terror 

until  the  wondering  woman  called  him  in. 

The  next  day  grew  listlessly  around  the  half  visible  core 
of  sun. 

Mist  flooded  the  valley,  staggering  men  with  its  unseen 
surf. 

The  woman  dressed  to  go  to  town.  In  a  long,  unhappy 
kiss 

they  both  confessed  their  fear  and  offered  consolation. 
She  left 

wilderness  in  the  house.  Into  the  friendlier  field  went 
Anthony 

carrying  a  book  by  habit.  He  climbed  the  nearby  ridge 
whose  other  slope 

had  the  township  in  its  lap.  His  eye  coiled  rapidly  around 
it 
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in  a  malevolent  siege.  He  wanted  to  see  the  woman  walk¬ 
ing  home 

although  he  knew  that  even  younger  eyes  could  not  make 
figures  out  below 

(fuddled  as  they  were  in  mist)  except  as  moving  gravel  on 
the  road. 

At  moments  a  perversion  of  the  senses,  intoxicate  with  di¬ 
stance, 

wished  him  to  leap  over  the  pinnacle  into  the  town,  his 
shudder  having 

a  crisp  edge  of  pleasure.  He'  felt  himself  falling  and 
braked  himself 

with  thoughts  upon  the  town,  pellets  hard  as  his  hurtling 
body. 

They  would  not  welcome  him  unless  he  came  to  them  part 
corpse. 

Ragged  town,  strewing  the  green  flank  of  the  earth  with 
its  litter, 

roofs  like  scraps  of  paper,  its  obscene  trickle  of  streets ; 
what  a  blessing 

if  the  stern  cliff  moved  out  its  heel  and  crushed  it ! 

On  this  bare  rock  bordering  on  three  sides  provinces  of 
death 

wherein,  alone,  a  man  had  perfect  franchise,  Anthony 

a  long  time  stood  and  when  he  turned  at  last  to  the  de¬ 
scent 

his  feet,  dragged  downward,  felt  beside  the  usual  leash  of 
gravity 

a  tether  of  circumstance  added.  Something  stayed  his 
homegoing.  He  knew 

the  trial  that  waited  for  him  in  his  house  and  he  must 
gather  fortitude, 

dig  deep  into  memory  and  draw  the  virus  of  old  wraths 
into  his  blood. 

He  found  a  new  wrath  chafed  up  by  the  disturbance  which 
turned  him 
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almost  fiercely  to  present  peace.  He  plunged  into  forget¬ 
fulness  and  stopped 

to  fondle  wild  flowers,  living  like  mice  in  the  forest’s  sun 
chinks. 

He  admired  before  him  the  tiger  valley  striped  with  moun¬ 
tain  trees. 

The  flying  stream  downswooping  on  a  waterfall’s  wing 
a  long  time  held  him.  He  saw  it  afar,  flashing  back  the 
sun. 

He  came  to  see  it  near,  its  plump  banks  daisyrippled, 
thrusting  to  his  eager  nostrils  the  mother  smell  of  earth; 
twenty  feet  across  and  five  feet  deep  of  lucid,  leaping 
water. 

And  Anthony  watched  the  flicker  of  little  fish,  the  plunge 
of  frogs  and  turtles, 

the  stones  rounded  on  the  lathe  of  the  constant  current, 
the  digital  roots  of  trees,  clutching  the  banks  like  divers. 
Over  it  fell  its  rich,  green  cloak  of  shadows  with  fringes 
fluttering 

and  counting  sequins  of  sunlight.  He  wanted  to  touch  it 
like  a  lover 

and  lay  on  his  belly  over  the  bank,  dipping  his  hands  into 
the  wild 

coolness,  and  the  current  bending  his  palm  was  like  the 
flank 

of  a  shying  animal.  He  rose,  feeling  through  his  body 
the  going  on  of  life  and  a  peace  refreshing  like  a  cool 
drink. 

He  heard  the  light  wind  flowing  through  the  trees.  In  the 
wood’s  green  night 

the  birds  beset  his  sight  with  rocket  dartings,  his  ears 
with  stone  sieved  song. 

He  stood  beside  tall  juts  of  rock,  capes  of  the  stonecore  of 
the  world, 

bucklering  the  solving  sea  of  life,  spray  of  grass 


37 


and  pools  of  moss  and  soft  worms  trickling.  He  read  its 
colors  and  its  seams 

and  followed  it  to  its  sinking  in  the  earth.  Still  he  waited. 

Now  he  was  at  the  terrace  of  the  hill.  He  saw  the  round, 
mown  land 

studded  with  hayricks  and  alive  with  grazing  animals  and 
gleaning  men, 

and  the  tall  clumps  of  late  corn,  and  hollyhock  and  sun¬ 
flower  garnishing 

the  solid  houses.  His  own  house  stood  behind  a  screen  of 
trees. 

His  slow  step,  merciful  to  the  caterpillars  underfoot,  was 
not  slow  enough. 

His  house,  wing  and  porch  front,  nudged  his  covert  eye. 
He  stepped  back, 

sat  down  against  a  boulder,  yielded  to  the  fondling  of  the 
windy  grass 

and  ran  into  the  book  in  his  hand  for  refuge.  He  sat 
reading. 

until  the  light  dried  off  the  page.  Then,  abandoned  by 
the  day,  he  walked 

into  the  house.  He  thought  he  saw  the  woman  running 
in  from  the  doorway 

at  his  coming — a  bad  omen — and  when  he  faced  her  he 
knew  how  his  letter 

had  doomed  them.  A  jackal  was  in  her  face.  Her  eyes 
were  hunting, 

set  to  catch  him  by  the  minister.  She  drew  his  head  into 
her  breast 

soft  and  infective  with  stupor,  while  her  face  stalked  his 
body. 

She  said,  “Let  it  be  a  real  wedding  in  church,  my  darling.” 

He  flung  away  her  arms,  looked  into  her  desperate, 
crouched  eyes. 

“I  know,  I  know,”  he  screamed,  and  his  fists  drummed  on 
his  breast. 
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I  have  drawn  the  insatiable  beast  upon  me,  myself  given; 
him  the  scent. 

He  has  possessed  your  mind,  and  made  you  his  teeth  and 
his  claws. 

I  know  how  he  waited  for  you,  rubbing  his  swindling 
palms 

and  ogling  heaven.  And  he  told  you  it  is  his  doing  that 
we  are  come 

to  marriage  and  God’s  doing  that  we  met,  for  God  too, 
mysterious  are  His  ways, 

counters  the  devil  at  dangling  woman  bodies  to  the  loin 
jawed  soul. 

And  then  he  set  upon  you  his  swarm  of  Sunday  madams,, 
the  sphinxes 

of  the  village,  and  you  forgot  their  hardness  and  their 
hatred, 

their  kicking  glances  in  the  street,  over  a  cup  of  tea  and 
crumbs  of  cake 

and  dry  voices  at  the  ancient  incantations  of  gentility. 

Then  you  left  me.”  A  silence  followed  and  the  words 
“then  you  left  me” 

crackled  like  a  running  fire  kindling  inflammable  dust  in 
the  debris 

whirling  up  from  their  shaken  minds.  The  woman  sullen 
with  weariness 

turned  upon  him  at  last.  “Think  what  you  will.  Make 
big  things  out  of  small. 

Calling  a  thing  a  bad  name  does  not  make  it  bad.  I  am? 
not  like  you. 

You  can  live  in  a  hole  in  the  woods  reading  more  books 
than  you  meet 

people.  It  hurts  me  to  be  hated  and  despised.  For  a  long 
time 

I  didn’t  care.  But  we  are  old.  When  you  do  not  believe 
in  God 

I  am  afraid.  I  say  to  you,  let  us  marry  in  church,  do  it  for 
my  sake. 
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but  it  is  for  your  sake  I  ask  you  to  do  it.” 

“For  my  sake! 

I  will  tell  you 

what  it  will  mean  to  me  so  that  you  will  not  brood  upon  me 

like  a  mother  coaxing  her  sick  child  to  swallow  medicine. 

It  stands  no  more  to  our  neighbors  that  I  have  not  God  in 
my  heart 

than  that  I  have  no  radio  in  the  house.  They  begrudge  me 
the  luxury 

of  a  free  mind  which  they  cannot  afford  because  it  must  be 
earned 

by  bravery  and  labor.  They  are  such  cowards  they  spy 
upon  themselves 

and  keep  a  soul  in  hiding.  They  have  never  stretched  the 
muscle  of  their  minds. 

They  have  swathed  it  in  blotched  old  coats  of  superstition. 

They  live  by  rote,  know  life  as  duty,  custom,  law  only,  and 
gape  at  choice 

as  if  it  were  a  bad  dream,  and  when  choose  they  must,  be 
it  their  own  coffin, 

they  follow  fashion,  gratefully.  And  they  love  the  rich  as 
only 

poor  men  can;  their  very  envy  is  a  psalm  of  adoration 
because 

riches  can  be  gained  by  cruelty  and  dishonor,  as  they 
think,  and  poverty 

has  made  them  cruel  by  cruelty  and  base  by  dishonor. 
Therefore  the  rich 

are  their  images  enlarged  heroic.  But  I  enraged  them. 

They  do  not  know  the  wealth  of  freedom,  which  could  un¬ 
bolt  their  poverty;  , 

nor  that  a  man  must  make  himself  precious  to  be  rich. 

Today  I  surveyed  my  estate.  My  senses  were  collectors. 
What  rich  accounting 

eyes  and  ears  made.  My  nostrils  staggered  with  the 
bounty.  My  skin 
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wore  sunlight  and  wind,  and  where  could  you  find  goldener 
brocade 

and  softer  silks.  And  my  mind  heaped  up  mortgages 
of  contentment  and  ever  valid  bank  notes  of  ideas. 

I  could  add  my  books  which  are  thereof  a  minted  currency. 
And  your  villagers  have  no  hope  of  this.  Cruelty  and  dis¬ 
honor 

cannot  gain  it,  and  it  shows  no  snatch  edge  to  the  thief’s 
hand. 

‘He  must  give  it  up/  they  say.  My  own  son  who  made 
himself  so  poor, 

disheriting  himself  of  life’s  birth  gift  of  passions 
that  a  beggar  relishing  his  scraps  lives  more  nicely, 
he  too  tried  to  force  it  from  me.  What  he  did  will  take 
a  soft-hearted  God,  unless  He  perjure  Himself,  to  forgive. 
The  villagers  have  tried  me  much.  They  have  used  insult 
and  provocation. 

Now  because  I  love  you  they  seek  to  make  you  the  pur¬ 
chase 

of  my  touchless  riches.  And  I  could  have  given  up  all  for 
you 

freely  and  gladly,  for  your  love  reached  me  like  light. 

I  opened  my  heart  and  you  came.  But  now  you  would  be 
my  possession,  and  I  have  learned  to  value  only  that  which 
may  not  be 

possessed.  You  would  be  light  no  longer,  but  a  lamp 
wherein  I  would  burn  to  give  me  light. 

I  will  not  give  up.  Go  you  back  and  tell  them 
I  will  not  give  it  up.  But  I  will  share  my  riches  merrily 
with  them.  They  are  welcome.  Let  them  come  out  with 
me 

and  load  themselves  with  treasure.  And  I  will  love  them 
the  more 

the  greedier  they  are  for  the  great  acres  of  sunlight. 

They  can  mine  unending  treasure  with  boring  eyes  and  ears 
and  if  they  can  make  their  heads  roomy,  store  it  there. 
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They  could  worship  wonderfully  with  me.  They  could 
praise  God 

more  livingly  with  rolling  eyeballs  eloquent  to  horizons 
and  rose-addressed  nostrils,  a  service  more  precious 
to  Heaven’s  ears  than  psaltery.  Let  them  have  no  hope 
of.  saying  of  my  body,  caged  in  their  church  and  pacing 
the  coiled  prison  walk  of  penance,  ‘Hooray,  here  is  the 
free  one, 

chained;  the  wise  one,  witless;  the  rich  one,  beggared. 

He  is  no  better  than  we;  he  is  more  miserable,  and  we 
can  laugh  at  him,  for  he  has  honey  sins  to  rue, 
and  the  hounds  of  memory,  scenting  forever  his  cast, 
smoke  his  back  with  their  hot  breath;  they  gnaw  his  sleep; 
their  cry  raids  forever  the  quiet  of  his  mind.’ 

Tell  them  their  church  will  never  have  me.” 

“Don’t  say  that.  You  said  now  you  loved  me. 

Would  you  give  me  up  so  easily?”  The  woman  wept. 

Her  sob  made  discomfort  in  the  room.  He  had  turned  aside 
with  a  flick  of  lashes  the  plea  of  her  grief  lame  eyes, 
of  the  tear  pox  on  her  cheek,  of  her  sorrow  saddled  shoul¬ 
ders  ; 

but  he  could  not  turn  aside  the  slow,  thick,  jetting  sobs 
that  gave  to  misery  the  whole  body  of  alive,  immediate  air. 
He  was  seized  with  a  nausea  of  pity,  and  he  ran  out 
into  the  soothing  darkness,  and  sat  down  watching  his 
house 

with  its  thorns  of  light.  He  came  back  to  meet 
the  woman  standing,  all  her  strength  returned  and  wielding 
rage  red  cheeks  and  hissing  eyeballs.  Vehement  spittle 
stung  him 

as  she  screamed,  “You  aint  a  man.  There  aint  a  sound 
gut  in  you. 

You  have  no  fight.  You  ran  away  from  the  town. 

Someone  said  ‘boo’  and  you  shot  up  the  woods  and  said 
‘hello’ 

to  the  birdies.  If  someone  told  you  a  crow’s  caw  meant 
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‘get  the  hell  out  of  here,’  you’d  turn  around  and  scoot  to 
town  again. 

You  could  have  had  me  and  all  the  things  you  blab  about, 
sunshine  gold  and  moonshine  silver  and  the  wind  overcoats 
and  the  freedom  of  your  soul,  if  you  had  made  a  fight  for 
me. 

You  gave  up  cold.  You’re  no  good  to  me.  You’re  not  a 
man.” 

Then  she  laughed  hideously,  the  laugh  of  punishment  and 
the  scalding  laugh  which  human  beings  use 
for  antiseptic  on  raw  wounds  of  the  mind.  Anthony 
cringed  under  it.  He  said  nothing  for  a  time.  And  when 
he  spoke 

his  voice  crumbled  the  words.  ‘‘Perhaps  you’re  right. 

I  suppose  I  don’t  fit  your  meaning  of  a  man.  We  have 
different  ones. 

We  have  made  an  old  mistake  together.  What  we  thought 
was  mutual  understanding  was  our  mutual  mistake. 

When  we  stumbled  into  love  you  thought  you  had  dug  up 
a  man 

out  of  the  dust  of  books.  And  I  thought  your  instinct 
outsaw  knowledge, 

that  it  was  the  very  kernel  of  wisdom,  that  our  luxurious 
moment  of  abeyance 

was  an  act  of  understanding.  We  gave  ourselves  the  joys 
and  shirked  the  labors.  We  did  not  build  a  mutual  under¬ 
standing 

of  substantial  knowledge,  and  when  our  surfaces  rubbed 
together 

we  said,  ‘behold,  we  are  interpenetrated!’ 

We  raised  a  frail  thing,  vulnerable  to  wind, 
that  the  town’s  jostle  overthrew,  but  it  stood 
in  no  danger  from  us,  for  our  souls  are  no  tramplers 
and  we  might  have  lived  in  it,  holding  it  to  be  a  strong 
fort, 

all  our  life  together.  But  the  townspeople’s  shoulders 
made  a  jest  of  it.  They  have  happiness  and  peace  of  mind 
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to  account  for,  and  now  they  have  my  love  against  them. 
Nor  do  I  lose  it  as  easily  as  it  looks  to  you.  For  the  little 
time 

that  is  left  to  me  for  memory  will  be  full  with  the  brewing 
of  bitterness  out  of  sweetness.  And  many  days  will  pay 
with  longing 

for  the  happiness  of  each  day  of  these  beautiful,  brief 
months.” 

Several  times  the  woman  moved  her  lips,  but  could  not 
speak. 

The  loading  silence  each  instant  weighed  further  down 
their  speech 

until  it  kept  them  even  from  utterance  of  good  nights. 

Shallow,  stony  night,  falseface  of  death,  mock  you  the 
weary 

with  the  stuffless  pillow  of  silence  and  threadless  covers 
of  darkness !  Light  minds  can  bed  and  think  you  bottom¬ 
less 

but  the  full  mind  scrapes  your  narrow  sides  and  mauls  its 
bones. 

They  lay  in  the  one  bed,  tenderly  separate  as  if  they  were 
each  other’s  sore. 

Each  crushed  the  other,  though  they  were  parted  by  space 
enough 

for  bedding  of  a  bridal,  though  they  were  shrunk  to  each 
outermost  edge. 

Consciousness,  like  a  vast  swelling  out  of  the  flesh,  touched 
them  together 

and  the  touch  charged  them  with  the  electric  of  mutual 
suffering. 

The  callous  air  stood  hard.  The  core  of  darkness,  sun  of 
the  inferno, 

blinded  with  black  rays,  licked  them  with  mouthing  heat. 
There  was  a  drouth  of  sleep.  On  their  self-consuming  lids 
fell  no  drop  of  sleep.  Sweat  washed  them  for  burial. 
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And  so  their  bodies,  rotted  down  to  seed,  inflamed  their 
loins. 

And  at  the  one  moment  they  reached  for  each  other’s  flesh, 
the  available  drug, 

and  wielded  delirium,  mercifully,  upon  each  other. 

The  dawn  came.  The  suntongue  at  the  horizon  ate  the 
night. 

Anthony,  risen  and  attired,  walked  out,  his  hand  around  a 
book. 

Rapid  blisters  of  tears  breaking  in  her  eyes,  the  woman 

stopped  in  her  packing,  often,  to  luxuriate  in  grief. 

Her  bundle  made,  she  walked  out,  down  the  road  slanting 

craftily  to  town.  She  endured  the  stare  of  neighbors  in  the 
field, 

the  sorrowing  eyes  of  Anthony,  hidden  among  the  trees. 

Anthony  saw  her.  His  eyes  drained  after  her  down  the 
road. 

“She  will  return,”  thought  Anthony,  “our  folly  will  have 
its  end.” 

“I  will  return,”  thought  the  woman,  “he  will  call  me  back.” 

She  told  the  minister  the  day’s  happenings,  making  a  mir¬ 
ror  for  them 

in  new  tears.  “A  bride’s  tears,”  said  the  minister. 

“This  is  a  good  beginning.  That  he  is  so  much  shaken 

is  more  than  I  hoped.”  An  elder  came  in.  “Old  Anthony’s 
caught,” 

said  the  minister.  “We  will  drink  to  the  bride.”  Glasses 
chirped ; 

“To  your  marriage!”  The  woman  chattered  with  ecstasy. 

“Let  her  stay  in  your  house  for  the  day,”  said  the  minister. 

“Anthony  will  come  for  her  tomorrow.”  The  elder  led  her 
to  his  house. 

His  wife  was  away.  The  elder  patted  her  arm.  “Come,  let 
us  visit  some  friends 

and  spread  the  good  news.  We  will  find  my  wife  when  we 
return.” 
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He  took  her  to  a  bachelor’s  house.  In  the  hallway  his  arm 
•crept  about  her.  “Anthony’s  a  lucky  one,  he  said.  They 
opened  the  door. 

Three  men  rose  from  table.  “Good/’  said  the  elder,  all 
here 

for  the  celebration.  Good  news !  We  will  have  a  wed¬ 
ding  soon. 

Let’s  toast  the  bride !”  The  four  drank  to  her  marriage. 
.She  drank  to  her  marriage.  They  ate  a  wedding  fore¬ 
feast. 

Dusk  came  and  ate  the  day.  First  the  elder  had  her 
and  went  home,  a  tune  belching  on  his  mouth;  one  by  one 
the  others. 

The  woman  rose  in  the  morning.  She  stared  at  the  body 
next  to  her, 

snout  deep  in  sleep.  She  screamed.  From  another  room 
a  man  called,  “Come  here,  dearie.”  Despair,  cold  as 
death, 

ran  into  her  body  and  after  it,  rage  hot  to  murder.  Her 
hand 

found  a  bottle,  clubbed  the  sleeping  head.  Blood  rose  and 
waved 

its  dark  crapes.  The  bottle  dropped  into  clamorous  frag¬ 
ments. 

The  sleeper  opened  red  eyes  into  a  dawn  of  blood,  reared 
with  rearing  pain.  From  the  other  room  the  man  rushed  in 
and  beat  her.  She  left  them  bandaging  each  other. 

She  watched  the  streets  a  second  day,  a  third  day,  waiting 
behind  a  wall  of  the  outermost  building  where  Main  Street 
became  open  road.  She  watched  for  Anthony.  If  he  came 
for  her 

she  could  go  away  complete  in  her  tragedy.  But  if  he 
stayed  back, 

.shrunken  to  his  solitude,  happy  perhaps  to  lose  the  cares 
of  a  lover. 
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then  their  love  had  been  but  a  bawdy  tale,  her  tragedy 
demeaned 

to  a  casualty  of  belief  to  be  corrected  by  cynicism;  nothing 
left  over  for  faith  but  the  flesh  which  one  could  rear  up 
for  oneself  as  pleasure’s  burden  beast.  Then  she  could  go 
off, 

cleansed  of  clotting  hope  that  one  man  lived  different  from 
others, 

and  hardened  throughout  with  man  hatred  to  which  she 
would  dedicate 

revenges  as  many  as  the  men  who  touched  her. 

On  the  fourth  day 

Anthony  came.  His  dark,  quiet  face  wore  honestly  its 
plain-spun  suffering. 

Hiding,  she  walked  with  him.  She  heard  him  ask  for  her. 
The  words  dissolved 

a  solid  in  her  mind  that  flooded  her  with  soothing  melan¬ 
choly. 

At  last,  a  pale  puzzle  of  a  face,  he  went  home.  She 
watched  him, 

gave  his  shape  to  boulders  and  trees  after  he  had  vanished 
that  she  might  relish  him  still  on  her  eyes.  Then  sadness 
was  born  to  her 

like  a  child,  a  sadness  that  would  grow,  change  and  caress 
her. 

Sadness  phosphorescent  with  memory  would  guide  her 
through  the  blackness 

the  townsmen  had  made  in  her  life,  discharging  blackness 
into  it. 

Anthony  was  right:  their  frail  house  had  been  beautiful; 
the  town 

had  jostled  it  down,  in  her  body  broken  it.  At  the  depot 
she  sold  herself  to  the  nearest  city.  The  train  thundered 
briefly 

over  browning  land,  falling  from  sight,  irrecoverably. 

Her  life  fell  past  like  that,  suddenly,  irrecoverably. 


47 


Like  seed  out  of  a  pod,  the  train  shook  her  into  the  city 
to  be  blown 

into  a  root  crack  somewhere  or  into  the  crow’s  beak  of 
misfortune. 

Across  her  goalless  tramping  capered  the  inevitable  cox¬ 
comb, 

clad  in  conceit,  offered  his  snickerish  banter,  drew  a  smile 

that  sieved  her  pain  had  he  the  wit  to  see,  and  laughter 
retched  from  her, 

as  he  took  her  arm,  as  if  cruel  fingers  were  tickling  joints 
of  her  soul. 

Villagers  coming  back  from  the  city  brought  the  good  news 
of  sin 

triumphant,  told  how  she  walked  the  streets,  how  she  had 
gnarled  hard, 

how  like  scored  metal  was  her  face.  Self-absolved,  the 
smiling  elder 

and  his  cronies  told  each  other,  “Nature  was  her  pimp. 

She  was  a  born  whore.  Might  as  well  try  to  fit  rudders  to 
destiny 

as  try  to  turn  a  lustful  woman  out  of  the  road  of  her  body.” 

Anthony  heard  of  it,  built  up  what  happened  with  the  veri¬ 
ties  he  knew 

from  the  lies  that  reached  him.  At  seizures  of  indignation 
he  began 

letters  to  the  minister,  but  stopped  himself,  seeing  the  fu¬ 
tility  into  which 

they  would  be  cast,  as  into  fire.  Once  again  loneliness 
held  him  in  blockade. 

He  walked  out  to  the  world  left  to  him.  If  he  could  clasp 
a  tree  around 

and  she  would  curl  her  bark  and  answer  to  his  listening 
fingers ; 

if  birds,  reconciled  to  men,  would  recite  logs  of  their 
voyages ; 
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if  the  centaurs  in  the  clouds  returned  to  their  old  vocation 
and  came  down 

to  teach  him;  if  earth  could  take  him  by  the  feet  or  hair, 
root  him  and  commune 

through  him  with  leaf  lips  with  the  sun;  if  he  could  be  a 
life 

in  nature  and  could  walk  eternally  companioned  by  the 
partners, 

living  stone  and  plants  in  meditation  and  the  huge  dust  of 
animals  blown 

by  constant  passion,  then  he  might  attain  peace,  and  man’s 
society 

could  truly  be  a  luxury  whose  casting  off  enriched  him. 
Instead,  wanting 

men’s  copresence,  he  stood  more  alien  to  the  world.  He 
could  know  trees  as  trees 

only,  birds  as  birds  only;  he  could  face  them  stiffly  as  man, 
conscious  of 

separateness,  not  as  a  soul  before  souls.  Going  into  the 
woods 

he  touched  his  eye  to  the  hilltop,  sipping  the  cloud  whipped 
upon  it — 

an  instant  only,  for  the  eye  turns  inward,  follows  a  woman 
along 

already  weedy  lanes  of  memory,  over  possible  journeys 
going  lost  on  the  horizon; 

the  eye  rises  again,  finds  a  node  of  color  but  returns  to 
rummage 

costumes  of  benignity.  His  life  within  himself  has  no 
release,  needing 

another  for  a  circuit.  Desperately  he  realizes  his  human 
need,  his  failure 

in  nature.  For  him  too  only  men  lived  and  other  beings 
were  inanimate, 

rotating  on  Nature’s  counter  for  men  s  handling. 
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Ill 


Sun  shearer  Autumn,  tree  plucker,  wild  whistler,  all  the 
land  rode; 

life  into  shallows  sucked,  like  a  tide  dropped  away.  South 
searching,  the  birds  marched 

in  calling  clouds.  Leaves  spurted  in  the  wind,  crackled  in 
the  road 

like  many  small  skeletons.  The  long  rains  came,  stalactites 

out  of  stony  cloud.  Crests  of  cold  capped  everything. 
Cold  loneliness 

grew  colder.  And  even  memory  grew  torpid.  He  could 
let  it  hibernate 

and  rise  mad  in  the  Spring.  Anthony  thought,  “I  am 
watching  die 

my  will  for  happiness.  May  I  find  peace !”  But  loneli¬ 
ness  has  not  even  peace 

for  company.  It  is  a  fatalist  that  opens  gates 

to  the  ghouls  of  memory  and  the  buffoons  of  desire. 

His  day  passed  like  a  dream  of  weariness.  He  felt  no 
longer  master  of  Time 

but  its  victim.  Time’s  transpirations  gouged  him  out 

like  a  gourd.  He  must  find  something  to  cog  with  his 
mind 

and  set  it  on  the  spacious  swoon  of  motion.  He  tried  wood 
splitting 

against  the  winter,  picked  his  fruit,  offered  his  hands  for 
harvest 

to  the  neighbors,  only  to  admit  the  demurrers  of  his  body. 
His  hands, 

time-sucked,  met  the  aguey  grip  of  weariness. 

“If  I  could  read,”  he  thought,  and  took  a  book  only  to  lay 
it  down. 

“My  mind  must  fast  too,”  he  thought.  Stories  seemed  so 
hard  contrived. 
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such  Coney  Islands  of  emotion,  all  thrill  and  no  feeling, 
and  arguments  such  meager  wars.  “You  are  too  old  for 
campaigning. 

You  will  have  to  write  your  own,”  he  thought  and  remem¬ 
bered  he  was  writing  it. 

He  drew  out  his  papers,  read  them,  smiled,  but  it  was  as 
if  his  heart  beat  again. 

These  last  days  had  given  his  story  so  neat  an  ending,  an¬ 
other  work 

of  the  Old  Master,  Fate  Impeccable,  making  designs  in 
tragedy. 

The  writing  would  be  simple,  a  plain  setting  down,  no 
trouble  with  meanings. 

He  had  comforting  peace  now.  Word  by  word  exorcism  of 
loneliness. 

He  was  at  confessional,  talking  into  the  anonymous,  pa¬ 
tient,  large  ear  of  the  Future. 

Good  labor  for  the  lonely,  filling  his  empty  world 
with  women  and  men  drawn,  wincing,  back  to  pragmatise 
remembrance. 

Lusty  labor  that  in  five  months  built  him  his  book,  gave 
him, 

the  excommunicado,  a  passage  back  to  life.  Many  times 
he  read  it, 

laughing,  weeping,  clapping,  nodding  his  head,  yielding 
himself  alive 

to  his  reestablished  world.  Urgent,  warm  words,  cellular 
thousands 

that  cubed  over  him,  sheltering  him  against 
the  desolation  that  grimaces  with  madness,  that  shudders 
with  death! 

Words  that  measured  men  and  women,  spring  and  lever 
words, 

by  which  the  reading  eye  might  keep  the  events  of  a  lapsed 
existence, 

shaking  through  their  courses  until  language  itself  eroded. 
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Good  book  where  words  worked  so  well.  Anthony  had  for 
it  a  whimsical 

gratitude,  the  pride  of  a  saved  man  in  the  strength  of  his 
savior. 

“It  would  become  me,”  he  thought,  ‘‘who  have  seen  sixty 
-  years 

of  the  world’s  indifference,  to  chide  my  book  and  for  its 
deprecation 

call  upon  the  tired  endurance  of  all  observing  history.  A 
world 

which  has  seen  races  of  animals  and  men  reduced  to  geo¬ 
logic  fingerprints, 

cities  kicked  up  like  anthills,  freezes  and  thaws  that 
dredged  out  seas 

and  uplifted  continents,  epidemics  of  despair  and  cancers 
of  complacence 

that  have  rotted  civilizations, — to  this  world  your  book  is 
less 

than  the  hatching  of  a  single  fish  egg.  But  what  hypo¬ 
critical  humility 

to  admit  littleness  by  a  cosmic  comparison.  My  book’s 
criterion 

is  nullity,  hungry  nullity  upon  which  its  somethingness 
stands 

blessedly  gigantic.  For  an  old  man  whose  life  has  ended 

so  long  ago  before  his  death,  a  book  is  resurrection,  is  like 
late  fatherhood,  a  proof 

of  potency.  I  will  take  joy  in  my  book,  recite  it,  grow  in 
it.  I  will  send  it 

proudly  into  the  world,  rolling  to  the  publishers  in  a  coach 
of  praise 

with  champing  horses  of  hyperbole  and  stiff  lackeys  of 
presumption. 

My  letters  will  be  heirlooms  for  quoters  of  grand  effront¬ 
eries.” 

But  though  he  sat  down  “to  varnish  arrogance  in  ink,”  his 
letters 
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made  models  of  modesty  and  no  “parallels  of  pride.”  He 
began : 

“To  the  Intending  Publisher  of  literary  works;  Honorable, 
Illuded  Sir: 

I  enclose  a  memorial  to  an  ineffectual  existence,  done  in 
the  disguise 

of  a  moral  tale,  and  presenting  (as  it  encrusted  itself  in 
living  parenthesis 

upon  the  bodies  of  my  heroine  and  hero)  the  history  of  a 
community 

upon  which  daily  suns  shine,  battening  rains  discharge,  and 
emollient  winds 

blow  peace,  and  over  which  lean  nursing  summits  with 
many  teats  of  springs. 

And  all  in  vain,  for  in  it  men  live  who  fear  beauty,  bully 
passion  into  a  sneak, 

and  weave  against  cool  knowledge  such  tight  undershirts 
of  faith 

that  their  smothered  brains  die  after  the  last  service,  of 
reasoning  into  bad  marriages. 

This  book  contains  the  eloquence  of  hate  overfed  on  causes, 
a  litigious  logic 

accusing  lawless  law,  the  splendor  of  love,  free  burning  in 
solitude, 

unchoked  by  backdraft  of  social  reference,  unquenched  by 
marriage. 

Patient  malice  has  full  formed  the  portraits,  recurrent 
agony  has  quickened 

the  movements  of  its  argument. 

Although  its  author  has 

nothing  else  for  voucher 

than  the  reading  of  many  and  good  books,  its  style  has 
benefited  but  little 

(and  by  atmospheric  memory  only)  by  their  example,  for 
it  has  formed  itself 

by  its  own  outspout,  the  breathless  manner  of  a  man,  long 
pent  up, 


53 


telling  his  tale  at  last  for  his  salvation.  Small  things  I 
know  to  offer  to  a  public 

for  which  Celebrity  lives  glass-housed,  teaching  anatomies 
of  success 

and  rubbing  the  clitoral  public  eye  with  pentathlonic 
-  amours. 

Salesmen  will  yawn  and  book  clerks,  learned  in  the  fashion, 
pass  it  by. 

Critics,  all-wise-twenty-something-old,  will  call  it  imma¬ 
ture, 

true  judging  ever  on  know-know-nothing  sixty;  they  will 
assail 

its  truths  on  truth’s  own  oldest  weaknesses — clear  improb¬ 
ability. 

Nevertheless,  in  all  boldness  I  give  you  this  book  to  print 
against 

your  better  judgment,  against  the  critics  and  the  great 
back-turning  public.” 

Longer  than  a  month  passed.  Anthony  thought,  “I’ll  make 
an  omen  of  delay: 

My  book  gets  deep  consideration.  Congresses  of  critics  are 
assembled 

to  its  judgment.  More  likely  though,  the  manuscript  is 
adding  flyspecks 

on  a  reader’s  desk  numbered  among  postponable  affairs.” 

Then  came  the  publisher’s  acceptance  bubble-backed  with 
praises. 

“We  are  happy  and  proud  .  .  .  your  powerful  .  .  .  origi¬ 
nal  .  .  .  masterly  .  .  .  Contract 

enclosed.”  Stonestill  stands  Anthony,  threading  his  fin¬ 
gers,  feeling  his  nerves  blow 

into  balloons,  holding  motion  and  breath,  waiting  dis¬ 
charge  of  the  afflatus. 

“Rejoice,  Anthony!”  speaks  Anthony.  “Happiness  can 
still  inflame  your  body. 

Your  vanity  keeps  potent.  See  him  strut  in  his  harem  of 
praises.” 
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He  declaimed  the  adjectives:  “Mrs.  Powerful,  rending  her 
tights  with  bristling  muscle; 

Lass  Original,  rustling  in  newspapers,  teetering  on  the 
fourth  dimension; 

Miss  Realistic,  heavy  with  child,  ready  for  accouchement 
before  any  public; 

Madame  Restrained,  terse  to  silence,  revealed  to  us  only  by 
her  creaking  hip; 

Damosel  Sincere,  weeping  into  the  loincloth  wired  and 
locked  upon  her  body; 

Miss  Classical,  poising  unabridged  dictionaries  on  her 
head.” 

Thus  Anthony  flogs  his  happiness.  Those  days  were  his 
“era  of  letters,” — 

six  for  choosing  a  title,  four  for  the  phrases  of  an  adver¬ 
tisement, 

six  for  the  binding  and  types.  The  postman  told  the  vil¬ 
lage,  “Anthony 

has  written  a  book.”  “It  must  be  a  book  against  religion” 
— a  fume 

of  blasphemy  from  his  private  sulphur  pot.  The  librarian 

promised  to  bar  it  whatever  it  might  be.  Warnings  reached 
Anthony : 

“What  iron-spined  events  may  bloom  upon  the  stalk  of  this 
adventure.” 

Came  copies  of  the  book  bright-bursting  the  package,  bright 
with  elaborate  inkstains. 

Fingerful,  diffident  hands  of  Anthony  stumbled  over  them, 
stubbed  on  the  pages. 

Imagining,  hastening  eyes  ran  fallingly  into  the  sentences. 

He  shut  the  book,  that  he  had  written,  that  he  had  for¬ 
gotten, 

that  had  left  him,  that  lay  far  from  him  in  his  own  hands, — 
his  book 

that  would  woo  and  wheedle  casual,  careless,  indifferent 
minds 
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and  to  him  turn  the  alienating,  blank  face  of  kinship.  Oh, 
too  complete 

and  finished  book,  mine  and  not  mine!  Who  can  measure 
between 

his  book  and  a  man,  the  distance,  measure  the  inexorable 
step,  whose  print 

falls  into  beachless  sea.  O  book,  containing  me  and  not 
mine, 

ripened  daughter,  tall,  beautiful,  wardrobed  in  too  literal 
print,  ready  for  marriage, 

you  must  be  surrendered !  Go,  my  book,  to  the  mighty 
uncomprehending ! 

I  wish  you  gentle  custodians.  Perhaps  you  will  be  taken 
into  society.” 

He  pushed  away  the  books,  sat  down  at  his  writing  to 
divert  himself  again 

with  “that  ejaculation  of  the  ego,”  “that  carnival  splutter 
of  ink.” 

He  wrote  easily,  managing  several  poems,  among  them  a 
sonnet  to  God 

that  he  thought  of  using  for  a  titlepiece: 

Thus  on  the  shy  we  read  His  mountain  script 
And  say  “God”  too.  And  let  a  storm  parade 
To  drumming  trees  and  windhlare  and  we’re  made 
Believers.  The  Unknown  that  we  have  gript 
And  lost  is  our'  surviving  mastodon. 

When  weariness  bends  bach  our  limbs  and  fear , 

Its  jachal,  turns  the  hunt  on  us,  we  rear 
And  looh  to  God,  and  to  His  covert  run. 

For  We  are  artists  in  cold  fear  and  make 
Great  terrors  to  defend  us  from  the  small. 

To  the  Unknown  we  block  God’s  vast  opaque. 

Which  ’tis  our  will  to  notknow.  Our  fires  fall 
Meanwhile  on  stauncher  darkness.  They  will  break 
The  figment  in  Time’s  time,  and  light  the  all. 
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And  the  epoch  of  letters  passed  into  the  era  of  reviews. 
The  book 

was  being  shouted  up.  Critics  were  in  a  mood  for  discov¬ 
ery  and  found  him 

and  fattened  up  their  find  with  fresh  discovery — newest 
to  Anthony — 

symbols,  meanings  and  intentions  that  gave  Anthony  re¬ 
spect  for  the  inventive 

genius  of  reviewers,  and  praises  far  outranging  praising 
publishers. 

“Miss  Significant,  dimpled  like  the  moon  and  telegraphic 
with  wide  smiles; 

Miss  Revealing,  tattooed  with  the  complete  text  of  Ma¬ 
dame  Bovary; 

Mother  Profound,  instructing  her  brood  of  white  headed 
children ; 

*  <■* 

Princess  Poignant  at  her  dungeon  window  combing  her  un¬ 
bound  nerves ; 

Subtle,  Stark  and  Entrancing;  and  even  Madam  Epical 
suckling  monuments.” 

The  town  does  not  believe,  yet  the  great  head  inclines,  the 
ear  of  the  nation 

lays  its  lobe  upon  the  hill  where  the  familiar,  mild  idiot 

named  Anthony  sputters  blasphemy  through  the  fiend’s 
nose  of  his  pen. 

And  insatiable,  the  ear  arches  over  the  town,  hunting  afield 
for  echoes. 

Behold  the  roast  round  coral  cheek  of  the  town  correspond¬ 
ent! 

(notary  by  day,  church  choir  tenor  and  man  of  the  world  in 
ordinary,  being 

the  coy  possessor  of  the  town’s  single  Boccaccio,  read  in 
the  beaming  cellar 
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before  ballets  of  bottles  and  the  benign  belly  of  the  fur¬ 
nace).  Mark,  how 

that  luminous  cheek  is  scored  with  rampant  ire  for  he 

whose  epics  of  barn  burnings  and  five  inch  floods  line 
editorial 

waste  baskets  enow,  reads  orders  from  the  seven  city  pa¬ 
pers  to  interview 

whom,  but  Anthony,  chider  of  churches  and  unhiding 
adulterer !  Vain 

are  his  tactful  letters,  rumorous  with  Anthony’s  misdeeds. 
Vain  his  offers  of  haloesque 

portraits  of  prayer-panting,  first  citizens.  And  now  new 
lusters  of  rage 

burnish  that  massy  cheek;  his  letters  find  answer  in  fea¬ 
ture  articles 

on  Anthony,  the  martyr,  suffering  stones  of  denial  and 
exile  by  neglect 

and  his  own  home  become  his  pillory.  His  wrath  is  but  an 
instalment. 

In  the  town  the  growth  of  grievance  is  like  a  fabled  tree. 
Each  hour 

a  new  leaf  puts  forth,  leaves  that  are  barbs,  terrible  when 
the  tree 

will  be  shaken.  The  town’s  scenic  views,  mysteriously 
mail-ordered 

from  the  general  store,  return  making  faces  from  articles 
in  a  magazine. 

"The  village  made  famous  by  Anthony’s  novel.”  Photo¬ 
graphs  of  the  church, 

Main  Street  down  to  the  river,  the  soldier’s  monument, 
residences  on  the  terrace, 

all  captioned  with  nagging  paragraphs  from  the  book. 
Hatred 

badged  the  town’s  mind.  Hatred  became  the  fashion. 
Scraps  of  garble 

out  of  Anthony’s  writing  were  given  the  townsfolk  as  cast 
rags  are  given 
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to  bloodhounds.  The  editor  held  them  in  stinking  hands 
out  of  boxes  of  editorials. 

The  minister  at  his  cancelled  cross  threw  them  to  the  up¬ 
turned  snouts. 

The  town’s  attorney  held  them  up,  pinned  to  possible 
prosecutions. 

Each  great  man  of  the  town  felt  himself  the  representa¬ 
tive  of 

the  general  passion  and  engrossed  the  hatred  of  a  thou¬ 
sand 

in  his  own  spleen. 

And  more  than  all,  the  librarian  flour¬ 
ished  his  hatred; 

old,  intimate  envies  nourished  it.  He  had  taken  for  him¬ 
self  the  destiny 

of  the  town’s  writer.  Anthony’s  book  came  upon  him  like 
a  usurpation, 

and  the  matter  of  the  book  like  some  black  transfusion  of 
his  lifeblood. 

He  too  had  laid  his  neighbors  in  a  book,  suffocated  in  a 
satire  whose  stenches 

came  from  the  common  sewer.  Publishers  had  returned 
the  book  promptly, 

allowing  polite,  consolatory  adjectives,  “brilliant,”  “ironic,” 
— adjectives  stored 

in  his  mind  like  first  words  of  love.  One  even  suggested 
revisions.  And  now 

Anthony’s  tree  had  the  sun,  and  his  tree,  however  en¬ 
grafted  with  revisions, 

would  die  of  darkness.  Young  man,  poor  in  youth,  he 
wanted  Fame’s  outer  being 

as  the  old  suck  into  their  children’s  fuller  lives.  Already 
parasite 

on  his  ambition,  he  fought  for  it  with  more  despair  than  for 
a  limb. 

Yet  it  was  Anthony’s  book  that  brought  him  bodily  before 
Glory, — 
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•world  mounted  lens  that  mankind  turns  on  men  to  make 
them  visible. 

There  stood  no  speck  of  greatness  in  him  to  enlarge  him 
hero.  A  flicker,  and  the  lens 
found  other  foci  while  in  his  mind  immovable  memory 
rolled  down  and  under  it 

his  hope  gasped  out.  This  it  was  that  gave  him  his  bur¬ 
rowing,  blind 

hatred  of  Anthony,  which  took  him  at  the  name’s  sound  out 
of  the  mark  of  reason 

and  left  him  in  the  infinity  of  madness.  Twice  Anthony’s 
publishers  made  a  gift 

of  Anthony’s  book  to  the  town  library ;  twice  with  snuffling 
formalities  of  rejection 

he  returned  it.  He  strutted  to  his  phrases  as  a  hunchback 
king  might  parallel  himself 

to  his  scepter.  The  publishers  gave  his  letters  to  the  press. 

Telegrams  dropped  like  leaves 
before  him  for  his  Revelation:  editors  seeking  articles, 
secretaries  of  pomp-potent  companies 
ordering  him  to  make  the  defense  of  Faith.  The  world 
indeed  was  listening. 

Glory  blinked  anxiously.  The  words  !  The  words  !  Ap¬ 
plause  quivered  on  uncountable  fingers, 
unborn  anthologies  waited!  Inertia,  scaled  with  habits 
(begging  language  to  compress 
all  wisdom  in  a  platitude  to  be  ground  finally  into  one  word 
restoring 

man,  the  animal,  with  his  single  cry)  called  to  him  for  its 
anathema  with  all 

the  ancient  spellwords, — religion,  home,  duty,  to  work 
their  craft  once  more 

and  scatter  the  unquiet  imps  of  change  and  unbelief.  In¬ 
stead  he  gave  them 

clamorous  peevishness,  sibilant  with  envy,  that  was  cast 
aside.  Editors,  friendly  to  him. 
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wrote  disapproving  leaders.  “To  him  a  snort  is  thunder.” 
And  Glory  turned  her  head. 

Good  hucksters  for  the  publishers:  editor,  librarian,  par¬ 
son  and  attorney, 

“Thou  shalt  not  read  this  book,”  and  overcame  the  prohi¬ 
bitions 

natural  to  itself — that  it  was  a  book  and  cost  more  than  a 
hotel  dinner. 

Orders  from  the  town  came  in  for  copies  “to  be  mailed  in 
plain  wrappers.” 

Reading  it  each  man  laughed  at  his  neighbor’s  portrait  till 
he  came  upon  his  own, 

then  went  on  fire  with  fury  and  ran  out  to  touch  off  with 
his  own  flame 

the  kindle  of  his  neighbor.  Rage  climbed  on  rage,  flamed 
men’s  tongues 

and  rams  of  flames  beat  down  the  unseen  structures  raised 
up  by  the  mind; 

beat  down  Tolerance  and  the  Law;  and  the  parodies  of 
peace,  chattered  in  the  pulpit, 

shrivelled  inaudible  in  its  roar.  Lynching  and  riding  on  a 
rail — there  must  be 

truceflags  of  blanched  suffering  or  bloodwine  to  bloat  the 
eyes. 

Letters  came  to  Anthony — threats,  warnings.  “It  will  he 
best,”  he  thought, 

“to  face  the  beast  that  I  have  roused.  A  man’s  best  tar¬ 
get  to  his  enemy  is  his  back; 

his  very  running  poises  him  for  downfall.  There  is  no 
danger  when  a  mob 

looks  into  mild  eyes.  And  if  it  is  beyond  quieting,  it  is 
better  to  suffer  a  stone  now 

than  the  avalanche  it  can  muster.”  He  went  into  the  town. 
Automobiles  and  wagons, 

passing  him  on  the  road,  paid  him  whipcrack  and  honk  for 
his  greetings. 
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speeded  up  to  bring  the  news  of  his  coming.  Business 
stopped.  People 

lined  the  streetsides,  the  Spring  sunlight  growing  into 
noon,  the  light  breeze 

playing  kitten-pranks  in  the  trees  had  to  the  eye  an  omi- 
-  nous  innocence. 

Slowly  between,  Anthony  walked,  stopping  before  one  or 
another  of  the  men  who  stood 

stiff  as  if  they  held  fierce  dogs  on  leash — themselves;  or 
before  a  woman,  her  child 

hushing,  frightened  by  the  magnitude  of  silence.  To  each 
a  few  words,  a  gesture, 

but  drew  no  answer,  and  the  words  ungarmented  with  reply 
shrank  like  nude  martyrs 

in  the  arena  of  silence.  And  now  his  footsteps  drummed 
like  tom-toms 

and  his  own  anger  sprang  up:  “On  my  hills,”  he  said,  into 
the  too  clear  air, 

“the  very  trees  are  more  humane:  the  rocks  call  back  an 
echo. 

You  are,  no  doubt,  wiser  dumb  than  speaking;  but  it  is  too 
much  to  believe 

you  keep  silent  out  of  wisdom;  rather  because  the  evil  in 
your  mind 

will  find  no  speech  but  in  the  evil  of  your  hand.  Come! 
I  am  prepared ! 

Who  throws  the  first  stone?” 

It  entered  the  air;  it  rang 

on  his  forehead. 

Anthony  s  hand  went  to  the  wound  and  brought  to  his  eyes 
the  charge  of  blood. 

More  stones  sprang  upon  him.  He  sank  down.  Through 
the  street  ran 

the  taming  terror  of  death.  Then  hideous  upon  the  still¬ 
ness  the  voice  of  madness 

shattered,  I  threw  the  first  stone.”  The  Librarian  ran 
up,  threw  a  last  stone  on  the  body. 
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They  pulled  him  away,  shrieking.  The  stones  in  his  pocket 
knocked  together. 

IV 

“Who  are  you,  today  ?”  the  asylum  keeper  asks  the  grave 
loon.  “  ’Tis  I  have  made  Athens 

great,”  sputters  the  sucking  mouth.  The  mass  rises,  dis¬ 
closes  minute  legs  under 

the  weighing  belly,  holds  out  a  fat,  official  hand,  discharg¬ 
ing  friendship  with  the  sweat. 

“He  is  a  learned  lunatic;  drives  us  to  encyclopedias  for  the 
names  he  gives  himself. 

When  he  came  here,  ten  years  ago  it  was,  after  he  killed 
Anthony 

with  a  stone,  you  know,  he  was  so  thin,  he  was  like  the  side 
of  a  warped  door. 

No  wonder;  he  was  all  puckered  up  with  his  own  sourness. 
Why,  the  man  was 

no  more  than  a  wrinkle  of  a  man.  Now  look  at  our  cap¬ 
tive  king — has  a  royal  belly 

and  his  smile  could  grease  your  car.  That’s  what  comes  of 
the  good  sense 

of  letting  your  wits  go  when  they  can’t  support  your 
wishes.  Doctors  might  think 

more  of  it,  might  save  the  sorrowsick  by  a  sort  of  amputa¬ 
tion  on  the  brain.” 

In  the  town  (oh,  swiftly  it  forgave  itself  and  whittled  its 
murder 

to  a  madman  and  a  stone!)  only  a  few,  passing  Anthony’s 
statue,  wince 

under  chastening  irony,  or  when  they  point  the  way  for 
strangers  to  “the  shrine,” — 

Anthony’s  old  house  on  the  hill.  The  town  has  made  the 
tale  its  epic. 
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a  true  epic,  not  written  down  but  told  without  a  hmph  s 
difference 

by  the  storekeepers.  They  give  you  biography  by  way  of 
fitness,  as  the  statue 

is  portrait  by  rote,  a  face  emptied  by  the  frown’s  drain 
-  of  all 

identity,  turned  into  a  label  of  gravity  and  set  above  the 
surer  label 

of  a  frockcoat  sewed  to  earth  with  the  broad  stitch  of 
trousers. 

They  tell  it  so:  First  they  call  Anthony  a  wise  man,  a 
digger  into  books, 

a  man  who  knew  (and  therein  lurked  misfortune)  too  many 
things.  Don’t  ask  them 

what  he  knew.  You  will  find  him  in  their  answer,  only  the 
ancient  bogey-man. 

He  lived,  studying.  He  mightn’t  have  his  hat  but  his  book 
was  always  on  him 

wherever  he  went,  poking  out  from  under  his  arm  like  a 
small  pet  devil;  and  on  the  road 

that  goes  to  his  house,  late  riders  would  always  have  his 
window  light 

and  he,  black  and  round  over  his  book,  like  a  tree  over  its 
root,  sometimes 

into  the  twilight  of  the  morning.  The  town  saw  him  little. 
His  visiting  he  did  in  the  woods. 

You’d  see  him  even  in  the  Winter  go  looking  at  the  snow  in 
the  trees, 

the  white  edge  along  the  branches,  the  webs  in  the  forks, 
the  way  we 

might  do  a  carnival.  It’s  his  strange  ways  that  mark  a 
great  man. 

We  who  are  no  wiser  than  our  neighbors,  who  like  a  man 
more  than  a  book 

and  a  town  better  than  a  wilderness,  will  hardly  be  remem¬ 
bered,  and  if  we  are 
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it  will  be  for  the  outcrop  of  strangeness  in  us,  for  the  spe¬ 
cial  lurch 

we  walk  with  or  the  way  we  hang  a  pipe  at  our  lip.  But 
the  great  man, 

who  likes  a  book  better  than  a  man  and  the  wilderness  more 
than  the  town, 

his  statues  stalk  over  us,  his  name  names  our  streets,  and 
we  feel  as  if  we  are 

his  people  and  our  sons  hold  to  him  like  a  first  father.  A 
fine  thing  to  think  of,  but  how  cold 

these  great  ones  get  in  their  loneliness.  One  would  rather 
be  best  dancer  at  a  party, 

heaviest  eater  at  a  feast,  or  big  winner  at  a  poker — so  one 
measures 

against  living  men  and  not  against  the  dead  or  other  men 
stiff  with  the  chill 

of  greatness.  Anthony  paid  for  each  thing  well.  For  his 
learning,  he  gave  up 

what  you  might  call  his  innocence.  Your  great  man  feels 
that  he  must  give 

satisfaction  for  living. 

And  though  you  shift  your  leg 
(seeing  the  story  grow 

out  of  its  line  of  narrative  into  planes  of  reflection)  and 
make  deft  diversions 

of  the  yawn,  that  like  a  fly  cruises  the  muscles  of  your 
face, — hear  all, 

and  you  shall  have  from  these  asides  a  broader  story,  to 
which  the  proper  tale 

is  but  the  heraldry.  To  wit,  the  town  itself  in  chronicle: 
its  something-thousand  souls 

incorporate  and  made  self-conscious,  gangling  into  man¬ 
hood,  its  hero’s  coming 

for  a  sign  of  puberty  and  with  a  history  authoritatively 
begun 

in  blood.  Anthony’s  dying  has  not  gone  unused:  has  paid 
for  a  monument 
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and  become  the  town’s  blackboard  tragedy  by  which  the 
citizen-atoms  school  themselves 
into  self-gowned  philosophers,  propounding  the  great  man 
and  his  tumorous  conscience, 
and  how  he  faces  its  accusal. 


These  are  his  three  defenses: 
To  become  strong  so  that  he  may  be 
defiant,  covering  himself  in  hides  of  wealth  or  authority. 
To  make  a  good  thing, 

an  invention  or  a  work  of  art  and  justify  himself  by  its 
justified  beauty. 

Or  to  seek  knowledge  by  whose  means  the  question  may  be 
cast  from  him  upon 

Nature.  In  all  these  he  abashes  Faith.  As  strong  man  he 
may  make  Faith  his  ally, 

but  his  devotion  is  diplomacy.  As  creator  he  blasphemes 
Faith,  disestablishing 

the  finality  of  creation,  drawing  it  into  new  forms  and  caus¬ 
ing  it  to  make  comments 

upon  itself.  And  as  philosopher  he  makes  Nature  declare 
itself  to  Man. 

With  Power,  Faith  lives  easily;  and  of  the  creator  she 
makes  a  privileged  domestic, 
hiring  his  hands  by  legitimising  their  labor.  But  with 
the  philosopher  she  can  live  only  at  her  peril.  When  she 
has  called  him  to  her  house 

he  has  become,  sometimes  her  supplanter,  more  often  her 
seducer,  causing  her 

to  lose  the  oneness  which  is  her  chastity  and  multiply  her¬ 
self  into  a  brood 

that  slay  each  other  like  barbarous  dynasts. 

Anthony  was  the  philosopher. 
Acts  of  Faith  had  become  to  him  as  unnatural  as  four- 
footed  walking.  Should  there  be 
wonder  that  he  who  questioned  God  should  hold  no  sacra¬ 
ment?  (Not  that  he  himself 
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had  evil  in  his  heart,  except  his  blasphemy  which  was  to 
him  as  the  gun  is 

to  the  soldier.)  He  lived  in  what  he  thought  was  natural 
wedlock  with 

a  woman  who  had  no  principled  dissent  like  his.  Her  re¬ 
bellion  was 

stupor  of  drink  and  the  flesh’s  insistence.  And  as  if  it 
was  the  shopwindow 

of  a  new  fashion,  they  closed  no  shutters  in  the  house  upon 
their  revels. 

Passersby  heard  the  song,  the  laugh  bedizened  speech,  the 
thump  of  dancing; 

sometimes  even  saw  the  bodies’  concourse,  the  poised 
haunch,  and  felt 

the  hush,  presence  of  that  other  sister  of  Death,  the 
achieved  peace  of  ecstasy. 

Through  this  woman  Anthony  made  his  reunion  with  the 
world.  But  that 

they  learned  afterwards.  Who  can  tell  the  beginning’s 
end?  What  a  laughdown 

they’d  have  given  him  who  had  foretold  that  when  Anthony 
parted  from  his  last 

known  virtue,  hermit’s  continence,  that  he  was  started  on 
his  return  to  God! 

He  was  then  already  in  his  book.  It  was  meant  for  a 
spacious  gibe  at  God 

and  men.  But  his  very  dealing  with  them,  the  life  he  had 
to  give  them  for  acting  out 

his  story,  showed  him  more  of  their  reality  than  he,  lost  on 
his  hilltop,  ever  knew  before. 

The  woman  came,  raking  up  his  human  fire  twelve  years 
cold.  And  the  touch 

of  her  living  flesh  unlearned  his  death-aimed  wisdom.  From 
there  on  the  book  turned. 

Shallow  readers,  say  the  villagers,  follow  the  gibe  to  the 
end,  but  those  who  read 
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more  than  the  say  of  words  feel  its  communion  with  God. 
It  is  a  very  Jesuit. 

It  bribes  the  learned  heathen  with  their  own  valuables. 
As  for  the  woman 

the  book  tells  half  the  story.  It  is  mainly  a  grace  of  grati¬ 
tude  fairly  due  from  him. 

To  a  man,  desolate,  she  had  given  companionship  and  love, 
not  making 

the  one  a  haggling  for  the  other.  He  saw  her  as  a  bride 
without  loutish  virginity 

or  the  crafts  and  reckonings  of  usual  marriage.  He  had 
seen  beasts  and  birds 

mating,  and  gave  her  of  their  innocence.  A  woman  taking 
market  price 

for  a  bundle  in  her  apron,  that  to  him  was  marriage.  When 
he  began  to  change, 

he  thought  of  marriage  as  a  mutual  gift  and  offered  it  like 
an  angel. 

She  taking  alarm  at  the  very  rumor  ran  away.  For  her 
an  ordered  house 

meant  law  for  her  body,  as  true  a  piece  of  original  chaos 
as  the  devil  might  hope 

to  see  left  on  earth.  Men  of  the  town  saw  her  afterwards 
in  the  city, 

in  those  sweeping  corners  kept  for  rubbish  women.  They 
laughed  to  see 

the  righting  of  (to  them)  an  old  disbalance.  But  Anthony 
had  his  grief  and  devised 

his  consolation.  We  have  it  in  the  book  where  the  flight 
becomes  a  mystery 

of  devotion. 

Afterwards  his  sole  business  was  his  book. 
The  villagers 

knew  nothing  of  it,  first  heard  of  it  after  it  was  printed  and 
thought  it 

a  certain  blasphemy  since  it  was  the  atheist’s  utterance, 
and  did  not  care 
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until  it  brought  down,  as  it  seemed  to  them,  the  whole  na¬ 
tion  laughing 

in  their  ears.  Could  they  be  wiser  than  all  the  world  and 
see  its  virtue, 

when  all  eyes  searched  in  it  their  infamy?  Could  they  be 
patient  and  rest, 

the  world’s  fool  for  a  martyrdom?  Those  days  run  to¬ 
gether  in  their  memory. 

They  have  no  nights.  They  are  without  periods  to  divide 
one  from  the  other. 

There  ran  up  in  the  people,  that  swiftest  growth,  the  lethal 
anger  of  the  mob. 

The  least  of  them  grew  animal  great  with  wrath,  took  on 
the  dignity 

of  those  who  may  deal  Death.  Plans  made  themselves,  de¬ 
vised  visibly 

of  their  thinking  anger.  Lynch  recruiters  signalled  at  the 
windows.  The  mildest 

would  have  spared  his  bones,  but  only  after  a  good  bump¬ 
ing  on  a  rail,  taking  him 

out  of  the  country.  And  in  the  midst  of  it  he  came  calm 
and  fearless  among  them, 

his  white  hairs  enforcing  truce.  Someone  had  told  him. 
He  might  have  gone  off 

safely  leaving  them  with  undigested  vengeance.  Who 
knows?  Fear’s  thrift  has  small 

reward,  though  its  reward  be  life.  It  might  have  earned 
him  a  few  years, 

unpalatable  from  so  strong  a  seasoning  of  despite  and  dan¬ 
ger.  It  would  have  made 

the  townsmen  ampler  fools  for  being  thwarted,  and  bloated 
wisdom  out  of  their  eyes 

forever  with  the  anguish  of  chagrin.  Destiny  chose  more 
wisely,  it  may  be, 

to  give  him  holy  Death,  and  lay  on  their  hearts  a  sin  in 
whose  atonement 

revelation  would  break  open  in  them. 
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They  feel  now  that 

he  came  among  them 

to  declare  his  peace  with  them  and  God,  but  before  he 
could  speak  it 

the  insane  one  threw  his  stone.  They  are  most  eloquent  on 
the  sequels,  how  his  son, 

the  famous  minister,  came  from  the  West  and  looking  in 
Anthony’s  papers 

found  the  poem  in  which  he  celebrated  his  reunion  with 
the  Lord. 

The  papers  had  the  sermon.  It  has  been  made  famous  by 
the  poem 

which  he  chanted  at  the  end.  But  only  they  who  heard  it 
— a  thousand  of  them  sobbing 
and  seeing  his  son  glorified,  as  in  lenses  through  their  tears 
— only  they  know 

the  fearful  greatness  of  it.  They  were  made  new  men  by 
it.  The  poem  is  chiselled 

on  the  monument.  But  everyone  here  knows  it,  listen: 

Thus  on  the  shy  we  read  His  mountain  script 
and  say  ‘God’  too.  And  let  a  storm  parade 
to  drumming  trees  and  windhlare  and  we’re  made 
Believers.  The  Unknown  that  we  have  gript 
And  lost  is  our  surviving  mastodon. 

When  weariness  bends  bach  our  limbs  and  fear , 

Its  jackal,  turns  the  hunt  on  us,  we  rear 
And  look  to  God,  and  to  His  covert  run. 
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WE  GO  TO  THE  ZOO 


i 


We  saw  the  sea  quieted 
with  islands  floating  like  gouts  of  oil; 
and  ashen  daylight  sifted  from 
the  sun  smoldering. 

n 

We  had  wanted  a  wild  sea, 
waves  to  rock  the  pierposts, 
coldnailed  spray  to  scratch  our  cheeks. 

But  the  sea  blinked 
an  enormous,  dirty  window. 

We  had  wanted  playing  wind 
to  make  clappers  of  bare  branches, 
to  chip  the  glassy  water, 
to  wrap  us  in  cool  folds, 

to  make  a  March  wail  for  the  newborn  Spring. 

But  the  wind  lay  nerveless,  a  swelling 
and  rheum  in  the  air. 

Weary  and  placebroken,  unable  to  win  back 
wildness  where  nature  itself  was  menial 
(the  sea  was  an  ass’s  back 
and  the  sky  was  aproned), 

we  weary  animals  walked  back  to  the  housepiled  shores, 
tired  man  and  woman,  tamest  of  animals, 
back  to  the  city,  sunk  deep  in  clothes. 
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She  said,  “Let  us  go  to  the  zoo.” 

Beside  us  unhappy  dogs,  confessing  beggars  and  refugees, 
gave  spoor  to  the  pilgrimage. 

iii 

Then  the  sea  awakened  in  its  animals. 

The  seal  dashed  like  an  incarnate  wave, 
and  I  thought  that  in  him 
was  rolled  a  spool  of  the  tides. 

The  sky  that  we  had  seen  ceiled  with  the 
ruinodorous,  crumbling  plaster  of  clouds 
shone  again  in  the  gleaming  birds 
jumping  into  its  safe  and  open  lap. 

The  snakes  rusted  in  the  boxes 

coiling  their  armorial  skins  in  futile  ambush; 

slings  and  arrows  of  the  earth. 

We  saw  the  buffalo,  a  clod  of  night, 
standing  with  memorial  patience, 
a  tomb  of  moss,  and  two  plums, 
rotten  dull,  imbedded  in  his  head. 

Like  a  thing  made  simple  by  enlargement,  we  saw 
the  plain  mass  of  the  elephant,  feeding 
with  the  dexterity  of  an  ant. 

The  featureless  hippopotamus 

was  a  swamp;  we  saw 

his  skin  of  scum,  the  sink  of  his  belly. 

IV 

Two  lovers  hoped  to  see 
animals  in  the  feat  of  love ; 
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the  ignorant  laughed  and  pointed,  for 
they  need  not  fear  the  mysteries  caged  in; 
the  sensible  children  contrived 
some  little  amity  through  play; 
around  the  cages,  barbs  upon  the  bars, 
fastened  the  eyepointed  people,  venting 
the  selfish,  small  sounds  of  speech 
like  gnats  on  the  lions’  roaring. 

v 

The  sneering  camel,  an  intractable  old  age 
in  his  aloofness  and  sere,  sullen  dignity, 
wearily  carried  his  pyramids. 

High  heeled  gazelles 

stood  slenderly  on  their  fearful,  pretty  legs, 

regarding  us  with  fullblown,  girlish  eyes 

and  skipping  turned  their  round  smooth  finished  rumps. 

Frightening  to  see  the  felon  faces 
of  orang-utans,  corded  with 
the  stolid  fury  of  life  prisoners; 

while  the  smaller  apes  peer  up 
with  benignant,  oldfriar  faces, 
betweenwhiles  in  their  dervish  dance. 

Hard  hunter  eyes  with  wirelike  flames  to  prod  the  night 
stand  in  the  strong,  vast,  mortal  head; 
the  tiger  tramps  like  an  insane  king,  the  nether  jaw 
wields  the  scepter  tooth. 

The  march  of  the  awful  body,  missile  light, 

is  dim  with  hindered  swiftness,  invisible  like  a  growing, - 

faultless,  still  machine,  engined  with  destiny. 

VI 

And  all  things  ate; 

the  birds  played  seesaw  on  their  wings 
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but  stopped  to  steal  a  seed; 
and  in  the  chewing  mouths  of  animals 
straws  pointed  to  the  bliss-drowned  eyes ; 
it  was  a  boundless  banquet. 


VII 

The  hearty  bear  ambles  jovial  squirelike, 
backed  like  a  hill  and  limbed  like  an  oak. 

Strength  gives  him  liberty,  and  he  chooses  peace, 
displaying  the  brawn  of  humor. 

The  chirping  prairie  dogs 

have  found  a  way  to  fly  within  the  earth. 

The  hoary  forest  catches  on  the  running  wolves; 
their  bitter  handsome  heads, 
and  swift,  grim  bodies,  plunge  and  return; 
unseen  pursuers  goad  them, 

and  ancient  remorse  cankers  on  the  cold,  inlooking  eyes. 

VIII 


There  is  no  insects’  hall; 
the  elephant  is  caught  but  his  flea  escapes; 
the  worms’  industry  swells  the  ground; 
and  the  flying 

browse  on  the  animals  that  are  moving  fields, 
whereon  they  walk  with  wings. 
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MAINE  VISIT 


The  Sound  Steamer  Spins  Out  a  Story 

The  ship  nidnodding  thrives  along — 
with  gradual  bow  the  coasts  acknowledge 
the  performed  rite  of  passage,  the  two  coasts, 
like  memory  and  expectation, 

(how  time  flies !) 

Here  crust  of  city  crumbling 
brick  mortar,  plank  dust  over 
the  far  groomed  greenspun  of  a  bank;, 
there  mast-tipped,  shallow  yellow  of  a  bay; 
water  before,  and  sky,  old  neighbors  sharing 
the  commonplace  of  weather. 

The  ship  gets  on,  telling  a  story, 
an  old  story. 


Ambush  Harbor 

That  which,  out  of  fish  reek, 

oystergravel,  wharf  rind, 

tide  offal,  swampooze  and 

multitudinous  bilge  of  man, — 

over  power  boats  that  lice  the  water, 

behind  shouldering,  dampdreary,  crowding  houses 

suffering  a  bloat  of  usefulness, 

takes  you,  if  you  are  unwary, 

into  ambushes  of  fellow  men — 

is  the  harbor. 
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Housed 


Enclosing  from  the  privacy  of  space 

three  cubes  of  less  sunned  air 

on  which  two  latent  doors 

and  seven  windows  rimmed  with  inquisition 

absently  insistent,  listless,  urge 

the  formality  of  construction, 

my  coycornered  cube  of  house,  once  red, 

anemia  pink  now  from  the  suck  of  weather, 

my  house  makes  public,  me, 

distraining  my  cook  odors,  bed  sounds,  clothes  moil, 

my  whens  and  wheres  of  going, 

and  broods  me  down, 

located  mortal,  rescued  from  wherever — 

“There,  sir,  to  the  right,  sir, 

the  red  house  on  the  hill,  by  the  boat  landing.” 

Now 

Nowness  looms  and  subsides  like  a  line  in  perspective, 
takes  lineament  and  expression 
from  eyes  of  bays  and  lips  of  land, 
complaining  heaven’s  aversion. 

Nowness,  abutting  herewhere  the  bounds  of  light, 
bringing  to  quickbloom  the  mocking  flowers  of  shadows, 
nowness,  wholing  existence, 
spreads  me  a  lawn  of  peace,  quiets 
an  old  homesickness. 


And  Rain  Walled  Up  the  Hay 

The  unreality  of  mist  is  in  the  world 
and  makes  the  day  a  theatre. 

The  sides  of  sky  are  dimmed  to  ancient  walls. 
Now  is  played  out  the  villainy  of  heat. 
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rebel  to  the  sun  its  father  at  whose  eye  it  throws 
the  scum  of  valleys. 

Felled  to  spectators, 

with  applausive  gasp  we  wait  and  hear 

thunder  thud  and  throats  of  wind, 

’til  from  the  unguessed  heights  rolls  down,  show  over, 
descends  the  rapid  curtain  of  the  rain. 

Pine  Spires 

In  the  deepheight  of  the  cathedral  of  the  woods 

the  pines  tire  the  climbing  eyes, 

loftily  weaving  upthrown  joist  and  arch. 

Roadsounds  are  like  opencreak  of  doors. 

Softcarpeted  with  gentle  decomposition,  the  floor, 
spittooned  with  toadstools,  defends  the  kneeling  roots, 
receives  like  alms  the  needleflutter  from  the  tops. 

And  sunlight  like  a  vine 

runs  golden  tendrils  round  the  tall  trunks. 

The  Islands  Step  on  Stones 

Sticking  porcupine  firs  to  the  heavens 
the  islands  stand  stone-sided  in  the  sea 
highpiled,  swamprinsing  rocks,  giantsclamber, 
wavechambered,  weedbooted  for  the  tide. 

The  sea’s  blow  has  broken  a  jaw  of  rock,  leaving 
a  bay  of  sated  waters. 

About  the  sea  lawn,  the  hedge  of  island  stones 
wears  the  fungous  blossoms  of  the  spray. 

Oldcolored  slags,  mossmummied,  cavernous, 
appear  among  the  yellowyounger  stones. 


77 


Crust  of  the  salted  earth  in  the  mouth  of  weather, — 
tidebites  of  the  sea  and  nibbling  of  the  million  mouthed  sea 
lives 

silently,  with  saliva  jets  of  rain, 
consume  you. 

The  Gulls  Teach  Flight 

Gliding  like  shootingalley  ducks 

over  the  windswollen  water,  the  gulls 

disperse  indifferent  before  my  boat, 

onebyone  rising  with  patient  gullscream, 

slantflying,  leaving  a  ray  of  water  off  each  sheathing  claw. 

They  float  on  swells  of  air,  slow  summer  breaths 

turning  blades  of  wing,  wide  wings  of  whiteness,  shooting 

sunfeathers  to  the  sun.  Like  drops  of  cloud 

they  gather,  and  again  in  dreamdown  circles 

with  careful  folding  of  their  wings  they  seek 

the  pillow  of  the  water. 

Mr.  Hearst’s  Newspapers  Arrive  Every  Day 

Hail  to  Mr.  William  Randolph  Hearst 
on  whose  brow  unabrast  pour  kinging  oil, 
for  he  who  with  unerring  sooth,  so  wists 
our  cravings,  he  our  monarch  is. 

Behold  that  for  this  jubilant  dayspread  how 
his  splendid  murders  are  like  jousting  play 
and  how  his  star  reporters  sing  divorce 
like  troubadours  of  Iseult  and  of  Guinevere ; 
how  yeoman  frolic  and  the  damosels  themwith 
and  jazz  in  tipcut  Morrice,  madder  now; 
how  from  the  column  tops  pours  down 
the  potluck  wisdom  of  new  begging  friars. 

Nature  is  gay,  and  eke  so  be  the  trees, 

(whom  indeed  God  made)  and  all  the  grasses, 
and  all  the  sun  that  like  a  tankard  mouth 
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pours  out  upon  us  his  goldgenerous  ale  of  light, 
and  so  too  the  wellrouged  and  partyfaring 
all  cap  headline  horrors  of  the  day. 

And  most  in  devoir  to  this  joyaunce  good,  I  turn 
to  where  the  cartoonists  honor  God 
who  made  man  in  His  image,  showing 
the  image  aureoled  in  sanctity  of  laughter — 

Amen. 

In  Behalf  of  Love 

Whether  man  made  love,  inventing  for  its  use 
womangrace  and  manspirit  and  toilette  spices; 
or  whether  it  grew  with  these  its  blossoms 
out  of  the  urgent  orgy  of  all  life,  neither 
manmesh  of  cities  nor  obliviongreen  forest  tells. 

Electuary  of  the  Occidental  soul  tha,,t  cries 
a  drama  upon  all  its  deeds; 

most  lavish  luxury  of  its  opulence  allowed  all  citizens, 

as  Romans  were  regaled  with  Hippodrome; 

love  that  ornaments  the  earthbig  ego  of  Monsignor  Man 

with  hopegauds  of  an  Allinall  in  heandshe, 

defeoff ed  and  freedelivered  from  Nature; 

award  of  strength  and  beauty,  eugenic  marriage 

of  our  two  chiefest  principles,  good  love  is  mine; 

good  in  the  city  where  in  the  Broadway  zoo 

samples  are  on  show,  and  where 

love  is  a  refuge  from  peoplepressure;  and 

good  in  this  Maine  Eden  where 

unqualmish  Summer  is  landlady  and  decks  our  rut. 

Where  is  my  beautyworthy  strength  for  I  have  beauty 

loveready,  a  woman  shiningskinned 

whose  windsoft  hazel  hair 

holds  out  like  hands  her  brave  eyed  face 

to  show  that  beauty  is  fulfilled  with  happiness. 
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ANGELUS 


I  sat  under  the  loud  sky 
hearing  the  vaunt  of  the  sun 
vortexed  like  the  bore  of  a  trumpet. 

Before  me  marched  the  mountains 
dusty  with  mist,  in  gray 
campaigners’  uniforms. 

The  earth,  like  a  rebellious  arch, 
sprang  from  the  fagade  of  the  universe. 

Near  me,  a  man  beat  his  breast. 

O  opportune  drum — to  that  knocking  on  the  door 
we  shall  advance. 

The  red  musters;  the  mountains 
as  though  stumbling  in  a  marsh  are  frantic; 
they  stamp  in  giant  agonies;  they  sink 
in  the  marsh  of  night. 

The  first  star  flutters  down 
like  a  white  moth. 
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LAST  DAY  OF  STORM 


So  much  of  the  sky  as  the  window  gives  us 
has  not  yet  come  at  peace.  The  wind  is  neutral. 

Buff  rags  of  sunlight  eddy  in  the  cloudstream. 

The  pounded  air  smells  of  a  mildew. 

The  land  is  cautious,  its  silence  half-earnest 
sham  of  death.  The  trees  wait  stiffly; 

the  grasses  hang,  as  by  their  flowers’  ransom,  into  earth. 
Only  the  brook  beats  on,  pulse  of  the  meadows. 

Storm  holds  the  world  under  martial  law. 

Opens  the  battle.  The  navies  of  the'*clouds 
ride  up  the  darker  cloud  sea.  The  caught  wind, 
like  a  wild  whale,  thrashes  its  tether’s  circuit. 

The  guns  go ;  the  cloudsides  shake ;  the  lightning’s  slashes 
run  up  the  murk.  From  the  white  corner  where 
the  storm’s  pacification  has  left  a  space  of  light 
small  clouds  ride  up  like  sloops  for  reinforcement. 

Now  there  is  wreck  of  rain,  and  foundering  of  clouds. 
The  wind  escapes ;  the  cloud  that  tied  it  pitches  away ; 
the  trees  shake  out  the  wet,  and  allwheres 
is  heard  the  gulp  of  drinking  earth. 
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HOT  CITY 


Our  nerves  turn  maggots  and  becrawl  us, 
leave  offal  of  sweat  and  dry  and  shrivel, 
catch  fire  and  besprinkle  us  with  cinders. 

Flues  for  the  flame  on  the  horizon 

the  streets  smoke  over  us.  On  the  houses 

shadows  are  a  soot  and  do  not  shade  us. 

We  search  the  sky’s  dry  mouth  for  water. 
With  little  fans,  we  hunt  the  wind  at  windows. 

We  try  to  sleep,  but  enmity  of  heat  estranges 
limb  from  limb  and  head  from  the  shoulder. 
We  read,  but  the  pages  clothe  our  eyeballs. 

We  talk,  but  the  heat  drags  on  our  voices ; 
its  monotone  fills  our  speech  like  a  portent. 


82 


HIGH  TOR 


We  have  grown  huge 
over  the  trodden  mountain. 

We  stop  upon  a  porch  of  space. 
Height  is  our  host 
and  courteous,  making 
sunscarred  toad  stools 
of  houses  underneath, 
grasses  of  trees, 
and  waterdrops  of  people. 

The  mind  dilates  until 

’tis  company  for 

the  great  beast,  the  eye, 

which  hunts  horizons 

but  does  not  disdain 

smaller  things,  pawing 

the  river’s  mousetail 

and  breathing  on 

the  armless  cliffs  close  by, — 

earth’s  broken  statues. 
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VACATION 


Small  spoonfuls  of  wind  were  given  us ; 
and  the  city  sweated  a  sickbed  rain. 

We  must  quit  the  great  house  of  the  city,  go 
to  the  fair  green  land  where  we  may  breathe 
apples  and  clover,  and  air  out  our  tenanted  eyes 
and  wipe  them  on  mist-towelled  hillsides. 

We  must  stand  open  and  in  the  piped  senses 

let  in  purges  of  stillness  and  farness  and  the  most  healing 

autonomy  of  Nature  that  lives  so  tolerant  of  man — 

Nature  that  builds  a  civilization  each  season. 

The  Spring  flowers  flake  into  seeds  while  busily 
Summer’s  launch  from  their  bud.  Their  architecture 
grooms  the  earth.  Here  sway  tall  towers  of  slenderness; 
balconies  blossom  up  a  stalk,  and  the  manors 
of  ground  vines  bristle  feudally  with  thorns. 

The  tree  is  the  Cosmopolis.  Here  stranger  races 
intermingled  live;  birds  in  the  suburb  tops, 
squirrels  and  chipmunks  in  the  holes;  and  worms, 
those  lengths  of  eating,  in  the  bark  and  on  the  leaves ; 
fungus  on  the  roots ;  and  has  its  underworld — 
allwheres  crawling  vines  that  hug  the  tree 
and  flaunt  their  guilty  flowers  in  its  leaves. 
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INSECTS 


Clockwork  beings,  winding  out  their  lives — 
souls  would  kill  them  as  machines  kill  us. 

They  are  not  stranger  to  us.  Their  shellacked 
and  felted  bodies  built  in  sections,  grooved 
to  make  elastic  their  wire-tendoned  strength, 
we  too  have  made  with  rougher  metals 
and  with  coarser  cloth.  Clanging,  they  fill 
the  booming  Summer,  fill  the  grass,  the  air, 
an  exposition  of  well  geared  machines. 

They  whirr  and  hammer;  the  sum’s  rays 
dart  power  to  them  on  glittering  rails; 
and  through  the  pastoral  night  the  stationed  stars 
now  seem  a  swarm  of  midges.  Trembling  on 
the  unseen  eaves  of  space,  the  milky  way 
swings  a  rumpled  spider  web,  where,  guttering, 
the  captured  stars  exert  their  dim, 
funereal,  phosphorescent  light. 


85 


ANNOUNCEMENT  OF  NIGHT 


East  the  stones  burn  with  sunset, 
the  wind  thuds  like  a  distant  locomotive, 
and  the  darkness  joins  together 
like  the  folding  of  a  robe. 

Homeward  the  sun  goes  from  his  pasture; 
no  longer  the  bees  loiter  at  the  inn-flowers; 
light  passes  from  the  cliffs  which  by  day 
were  like  the  bared  teeth  of  contented  laughter. 

Running  night  preys  from  the  East. 

Heavier  is  the  sound  of  the  wind  and  it  moves 
like  one  dragging  rivers  up  and  down. 

The  lover  holds  toward  the  twilight  the  face  of  his  beloved 
like  a  lapidary  with  a  shaped  jewel. 
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GOOD  MORNING 


A  little  window’s  light 
each  daystart  sits  drawing 
from  both  my  eyes  the  night 
with  a  gentle  pawing. 

My  muscles  wet  with  sleep 
and  eyelids  in  duress, 
and  nerves  that  are  a  heap 
of  crumpled  consciousness, — 
the  light  calls  up  the  wind 
them  to  heal  and  me 
till  the  last  dream  is  thinned 
and  yawning  lets  me  be. 

Wind  catches  on  my  cheek 
like  the  softest  bur, 
gives  my  nose  a  tweak 
with  its  scent  of  fir. 

Swift  the  bright  hours  fill, 
glory  of  day  grows  older, 

I  see  sky-halving  hill 
the  dovecloud  on  its  shoulder, 
the  large  tree  and  the  small, 
sungilt  apples  dropping, 
and  green  earth  catching  all 
that  on  the  sun  is  cropping. 

The  little  window’s  light 
now  begins  to  purr, 
its  duty  done  aright, 
day’s  bright  messenger. 
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PRINCEPS,  PRINCIPIA  AND  HEAVEN 


Whilom,  lying  in  the  field 
the  sun  settling  them 
in  a  great  couch  of  light, 
and  child  headed  flowers, 
clambering  their  thighs, 

Princeps  held  one  hand  on  the  banjo  strings, 
and  the  other  playing  Principia’s  breast, 
saying,  “Let  passion  make  its  own  tune” ; 

but  passion  had  no  voice; 
it  oppressed  the  strings 
until  one,  bursting,  cut 
a  suicidal  caper  in  the  air. 

“Passion  is  no  singer,”  laughed  Principia, 
and  they  kissed  amidst  a  chatter  of  their  skins. 

The  old  world  hobbled  by, — 

weary  old  horses,  shaft  broken; 

dry  old  cows,  tomorrow  at  the  butcher; 

old  dogs  smelling  the  grave  dust; 

old  men  and  old  women  tired  of  their  consciences. 

Princeps  looked  curiously  on  the  belly  of  Principia; 

“Oh,  flatteringly  does  Nature  define  the  virgin. 

(Two  tongue  tips  in  craters  of  honey,”  he  said  of  her 
nipples.) 

“Let  us  talk  of  what  we  shall  do, 
whom  we  shall  allow  for  neighbors  besides 
a  lawn,  a  tree,  a  flower  bush,  a  cat,  a  nest  of  birds, 
and  a  sky  on  all  our  windows.” 
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And  Seeker  came  upon  them, 

“Now  I  know,”  he  shouted. 

“We  should  not  have  trusted  our  other  worlds 
to  old  folk; 

they  have  given  us  a  crisp  hell, 
but  a  half  done  heaven.” 
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PRIDE  SONG 


Is  a  cloud  more  swift  than  your  lover? 

Hear  how  he  pants  so  that  men  say  it  is  wind; 

It  is  a  lion  charging,  it  is  wind ; 

It  is  a  river  flooding,  it  is  wind.' 

Who  brings  such  gifts  as  your  lover? 

Jewels  burn  in  his  hands  so  that  men  say  it  is  fire; 

It  is  embers  from  God’s  braziers,  it  is  fire; 

It  is  eyes  from  a  god’s  head,  it  is  fire. 

Where  will  you  wear  the  gift  of  your  lover? 

In  your  hair,  in  your  gay  hair,  that  men  say  it  is  light; 

It  is  a  sheaf  of  new  wheat,  it  is  light; 

It  is  a  temple  with  terraces,  it  is  light. 

Between  your  two  nostrils  that  breathe  on  your  lover? 
That  are  tender  and  tremble,  that  men  say  they  are  leaves ; 
They  are  gazelles  fawning,  they  are  leaves; 

They  are  sand  hills  stirring,  they  are  leaves. 

Call  to  me;  does  the  sand  hold  the  voice  that  runs  to  your 
lover  ? 

The  voice  that  cools  wind,  that  men  say  it  is  trees ; 

It  is  sallows  of  reeds  sighing,  it  is  trees; 

It  is  wings  beating,  it  is  trees. 

Will  it  choose  the  white  forehead  that  dazzles  your  lover? 
Your  morn-pale,  your  white  brow,  that  men  say  it  is  snow; 
It  is  a  pool  of  silk  water,  it  is  snow; 

It  is  a  field  of  swoon  sunlight,  it  is  snow. 


90 


Will  it  clasp  to  your  shoulder  the  robe  of  your  lover? 
That  sheathes  you  like  plumage,  that  men  say  it  is  wings 
It  is  a  waterfall  springing,  it  is  wings; 

It  is  a  shadow  descending,  it  is  wings. 

Under  your  breasts  that  have  fondled  your  lover? 
Hidden  and  slant,  that  men  say  they  are  moons; 

They  are  roses  red  cored,  they  are  moons ; 

They  are  domes  with  red  banners,  they  are  moons. 
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DIARY 


The  small  day  creeps  on  in  its  shell  of  mist. 

Letters  on  the  desk,  a  file  half-open,  dissolute  pa¬ 
pers  .  .  . 

I  fill  a  pipe,  the  stretchings  of  the  smoke  awake  me. 
I  turn  around  to  dictate.  The  late-again  stenographer 
is  gulping  coffee  in  the  corner  drugstore.  I  whistle  a 
tune, 

but  the  mechanical  shrew,  the  telephone,  begins  its 
day’s  oppression. 

The  secretary  tiptoes  in,  undressing  the  second  coat- 
sleeve, 

meekly  goodmornings  us  (the  usual  train  has  stalled), 
packs  herself  softly  in  her  chair,  settles  her  limbs 
cat-sleekly,  purrs  by  way  of  the  typewriter. 

The  solicitors  are  here;  they  make  obeisance  to  the 
Order  Giver 

and  to  the  priestess  secretary;  hazard  a  joke  and  dis¬ 
appear, 

with  the  ancient  verity  in  their  ear.  The  world 

IS  TOO  BUSY  FOR  SOLICITORS. 

ALL  JOKES  ARE  OLD.  Bow  YOUR  HEAD  AND  COUNT 
THE  SACRED  CIRCULATION  NUMBERS. 

The  calendar  reminds,  luncheon  with  Eddie  X. 

The  small  day  creeps  on;  the  sun  is 
a  sick  spot  on  its  shell  of  mist. 

The  executives,  lunch-eased,  gossip  in  the  hallway, 
tell  a  story,  explore  some  remark’s  genealogy. 
“Eddie’s  friend’s  father  heard  a  revenue  agent  say — ” 
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Important  day  of  conference;  the  president  gavels  his 
cigar, 

the  treasurer  ups  diagnosing  old  diseases,  but  we  tire 
of  tragedy  (too  soon  for  the  treasurer).  One  has  a 
stroke  of  wit. 

His  puns  possess  us.  We  laugh  and  gambol  and  dis¬ 
tend  ourselves, 

puffing  each  other  up  with  mutual  gasps  of  greatness. 

Now  we  are  too  huge  for  little  desks,  our  heads 
blown  over 

the  horizon  of  our  tasks.  Time  is  a  tapeworm  in  the 
day’s  bowels. 

But  five-o’-clock  purges  all  our  ills,  brings  a  rapid 
stool  of  motions; 

gallop  of  goodbyes,  shuffling  of  last  papers,  final 
snarl  of  typewriters;  the  incessant  doors  discharge. 

The  small  day  creeps  away ;  the  lip  of  Night  arches  in  the 
East ; 

the  shell  of  mist  dissolves  in  dimmer  rain. 

In  a  quiet  restaurant  we  meet.  Indubitable  night 
flares  up  its  black  metal  smelted  on  the  street  lights. 
But  I  have  told  her  a  tale,  and  in  her  eyes 
dawns  our  little,  merry,  four-houred  day. 
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SUNDAY  MORNING 


Mushrooms  pert  and  pink 
her  emergent  toes, — 
dreams  gigantic  shrink, 
in  light  the  world  grows. 

Musk  of  moulted  sleep 
from  her  nostrils  fall, 
and  her  eyes  still  keep 
sleep  within  recall. 

Never  wind  did  bend 
body  of  the  wheat 
subtler  than  her  wend 
in  her  stretchings  sweet. 

Camel  soft  her  heels, 
motion  blooms  on  her, 
kisses  her  mouth  feels, 
late  awakener. 

Islands  in  her  bath 
makes  her  coral  flesh, 
from  her  knees  a  path 
to  her  hair’s  gold  mesh. 

Towels  suck  her  dry 
like  a  midday  fruit; 
there  my  seedling  eye 
hungrily  takes  root. 
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Knotted  well  our  lips, 
close  our  bodies  sway, 
wharf  now  and  now  ship, 
cargo  stored  the  day. 

Breakfast  in  noonbeam, 
windows  crack  with  light, 
pour  a  golden  cream 
on  the  dishes’  white. 

Little  fiddling  jaws 
make  a  tidbit  of 
laugh’s  digestive  pause, 
relish  words  of  love. 

Like  fulfilling  oaths 
(this  my  fact  not  hers) 
common  clouds  called  tlothes 
thick  her  body  blurs. 

But  the  perching  eye 
her  again  divests 
seeing  where  they  lie, 
beaches  of  her  breasts. 

Hearty  day  gathers  us, 
morning  melts  in  sun, 
blue  sky  fathers  us, 
green  field  calls  us  on. 
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OH,  FASHIONABLE  MIND 

This  you  will  not  forgive  though  you’ve  been  shrewd  to 
insult, 

bowing  to  charge  of  hardness  as  compliment 
to  your  soul’s  good  order.  Too  well  you  know  what  men 
confess 

in  their  accusals;  and  so  themselves  make  historical 
the  victory  of  your  prestige  upon  their  will. 

But  for  this,  O  my  dandy,  starch  up  no  rebuttal  smile; 
a  frown,  unsummoned,  will  wilt  it  like  an  upstart  shower. 

Rummaging  in  my  mind,  I  saw  window  to  window, 
deep  into  yours,  and  there  you  were  dressing.  Can  you 
forgive 

my  surprise  upon  the  toilette  of  your  fashionable  mind? 

Like  the  vainest,  most  theatrical  body  of  a  woman 

(who  calculates  her  life  as  the  account 

of  this  much  radiance  of  cheek  and  this  breast’s  angle 

and  this  jewel’s  grade  mark  of  social  altitude), 

you  put  your  mind  to  the  mirror,  turning  and  twisting. 

I  saw  you  dabbing  silence  on  your  lips,  that  silence  which 
with  decently  attentive  smile  seems  digestive  of  all  opposite 
appearance.  I  saw  you  drop  your  eyeballs  to  the  approved 
level  of  resolution;  your  combing  was  all  grace  and  I  did 
marvel 

how  you  managed  the  hairs  of  yes  to  equal  all  the  hairs 
of  no. 

You  dusted  significant  pallor  on  your  cheek  and  pulled  the 
lids 

of  your  adjusted  eyes  to  shade,  as  with  awnings  woven 
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of  the  thread  of  spun  experience,  the  brief  burn  of  the  day’s 
event. 

Then  you  laid  out  your  dresses.  Fashionable  to  the  ig¬ 
noring 

of  current  fashion,  you  picked  a  gown  of  thick  and  repu¬ 
table  silk, 

modern  enough  to  show  the  lines  of  our  period’s  uniform ; 
but  on  it  pinned  a  brooch  with  a  distant  cameo  to  be 
your  breast’s  emblazon;  and  on  your  ears  and  fingers 
wore  other  of  the  desirable  old  golds  of  tradition. 
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THE  BEAUTY  OF  WOMEN 


( Our  age  offers  woman.  Do  you  seek  beauty ?  You 
will  be  given  prospectuses  of  her  body.  Do  you  seek  art ? 
You  will  receive  epics  of  voyages  on  the  bodies  of  women. 
Do  you  go  to  market1?  Faces  of  women  have  become  the 
seals  of  commerce.') 

Favorably  innaved  in  dresses,  like  haughty  cathedrals 
their  bodies  elude  the  abstractions  and  judgments 
of  sight;  yielding  only  to  the  fanatic, — 

Touch,  the  reverent  and  ecstatic. 

Your  mouth  has  pulled  the  nipple;  the  belly  has  been 
your  home;  a  familiarity  ancient  and  mysterious  involves 
you; 

your  cry  toward  the  beauty  of  women  is  of  an  old  home¬ 
sickness. 

The  chorus 

trots  before  us, 

knee  dimples  uniform; 

a  lurch  of  music — 

and  a  lightning  of  pink  cones 

in  the  cloud  of  ballet  dresses; 

a  sag — 

and  leaning  torsos 
hinged  to  hips 

swing  a  chain  of  crescent  breasts ; 
crash, — 

the  beauty  livestock  herded  off 
whisks  a  tail  arm  in  the  wings. 
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There  is  a  corner  just  for  two, 
a  witching  hour  when  love  is  true. 
And  all  of  me  loves  all  of  you. 

Her  pout  milks  dry  her  reticence. 

On  the  heavy  certainty  of  your  need 

her  giggle,  buoyant, 

floats  with  agile  acquiescence. 

Have  you  searched  her  smile?  It  is  a  resort 
of  lucid  patience  keeping  tables  clean 
for  your  arrival. 
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HOLLOW  BODY 


To  reach  you, 

hollow  body,  rattling  with  laughter, 
terraces  of  Portia  brows  forbid, 

tho  Nature,  fancier 
of  incongruities,  is  even 
pompous  in  you, — 
tree-stately  tallness, 
solemn  breasted, 
galleon  hipped. 

Innocent  of  illusion,  you 
offer  with  skylike  candor 
images  of  ecstasy, 
of  which  your  laughter  is 
a  further  exposition. 

And  memory, 

dusting  old  crises  and  finding  them 
stuffed  with  forbearance, 
itemizes  you  into 
smile  and  quiver, 
hair  and  flank; 

and  withal  to  furnish 
settings  for  our  sanity, 
we  make  your  grace  an  idiot, 
and  your  laughter 
a  catarrh,  rattling 
in  your  hollow  body. 
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PAGEANT 


Knight 

Yesterday  I  was  a  knight  riding 
under  the  pennons 
of  your  remembrances. 

Those  who  kept  bridges  against  me 
gave  me  their  bodies  for  a  pavement. 

Giants,  of  fingers 

that  had  the  weight  of  jousting  lances, 
of  grip  that  crushed  armor  like  an  ant’s  back, 
I  toppled. 

And  you, 

heard  whip  snarl  in  sword  song, 
saw  the  prison  under  the  shield, 
knew  my  gifts  a  bargaining. 

Jacob 

Yesterday  I  worked  for  you 
seven  years,  and  seven  years ; 

heavy  shuddered  the  sinews; 

the  toil  sweat  burned 

like  sweat  of  our  body  love. 

I  tilled  the  fields  caressingly, 
the  fertile  shadows  of  you. 

Rake,  reins,  besom,  hammer,  plow  handle — 
they  were  the  teeth  and  nails  of  my  passion. 
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Falling  from  me  ringingly 

the  days  linked  a  chain  to  bind  you. 

And  you,  wistful  in  the  doorway, 

like  one,  passive,  who  looks  over  the  shoulder 

of  him  who  binds  her. 

Troglodyte 

Yesterday  I  hunted  you. 

On  your  flanks  the  rib  marks 

grooved  for  my  fingers; 

buttocks  and  spine  furrow  as  you  fled 

pointed  you  like  an  arrow; 

and  your  startled  whiteness,  flame  blown 

by  your  flickering  limbs, 

was  a  betraying  torch. 

Your  skin  where  the  bruises  faded 
banished  my  arms. 

On  your  eyes  a  thinned  chill 

pierced  the  satiety 

that  folded  me  like  sun  warmth. 
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IN  A  TIME  OF  LONELINESS 


Down,  down,  to  the  heaves  of  carnival 
bright,  curt  legs  of  floraleal  brides, 
babels  risen  and  razed  in  fragments  lie, 
scattered  in  lights  all  over  the  town. 

Pleasure  treads  with  ironical  feet, 
bursting  a  smile  over  ripe-plucked  cheeks, 
pouring  a  must  of  ecstasy. 

The  disjunct  bodies  of  women  break, 
torsos  toppling  from  unhinged  hips, 
splashing  breasts,  hurled  arms — 
to  keep  them  whole  gather  them  up, 
lock  them  in  long  embraces. 

The  morning  cries  out 
with  a  gasp  of  light — 
come,  gag  the  morning  with  strings  of  eyes. 
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SCHLEMIEL  TO  HIS  LADY 


Even  my  homage  spills 
and  the  cup  breaks; 
my  knees  bending 
rend  a  robe. 

Even  my  voice,  prayerful, 

caught  on  the  prongs  of  my  ecstasies, 

blasphemes  with  discordance. 

When  I  stand  before  you, 

my  skin  twitches  apologies ; 

my  eyes  imploring  of  your  eyes  bestowing 

boon  of  beholding  you, 

mingle  the  follies  of  a  wink  and  a  tear. 

Your  tallness  rides  me  down. 

Your  distinct  frailty 
as  that  of  a  hind  leaping 
rebukes  my  grossness. 

My  muscles  hang  ashamed  upon  my  tendons. 
Your  cheeks, 

austere  with  discipline  of  mystery, 
blench  with  ivory, 
limpid  and  undergrained 
with  crust  of  coral. 

But  I  pause 

before  the  still  wonder  of  your  throat. 

No  nude  vapor  risen  from  its  bath  of  fire 
may  claim  equality  of  grace. 

Often  have  I  desired  to  sing  you. 

Lady  of  Schlemiel  the  Luckless, 
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knowing  that  strings  would  break  under  my  fingers, 

and  music  curdle  in  my  mouth, 

and  gestures  be  maimed  upon  my  hands. 

Today 

your  image  stood  before  me, 
serene  and  celebrant, 

seeming  to  be  sealed  with  the  Goddess  touch, 
waiting  only  my  moist  clay  of  words 
to  whelm  me  as  erst  Pygmalion. 

I  have  watched,  eavesdropping 
at  the  public  trysts  of  poets, 
witnessing  the  ceremonial  kiss  of  rhyme. 

And  I  too  desired  to  praise  you 

in  shapely  rites, — 

though  my  gasps  are  all  falsetto. 

Therefore,  O  my  lady, 

my  futile  heart  dances 

clown  dances  before  you; 

and  my  body  I  have  set  to  labor 

to  retrieve  my  unease; 

plunging  my  knees  in  bruising  sand 

and  offering  the  subdued  jewels  of  blood  drops 

to  the  sun’s  gilding; 

and  dig,  in  hurt,  for  shells 

with  whose  iridescent  flesh, 

unperishing, 

I  may  build  your  sea-bright  image; 

stealing  the  moist  torches  of  jellyfish 

that  you  may  gleam  by  night; 

making  the  scallop  your  emblem 

for  its  subtle  archery  with  rays ; 

and  when  the  seagull,  with  motionless  wings, 

red  with  sunset,  flows  up, 
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I  shall  snare  it, 
fixing  its  sunbent  body 
for  your  dispread  lips; 

for  your  shoulder  I  shall  remember  the  golden  slope 
of  a  sandbar. 

O  lady,  you  shall  be 
Seaborn  like  slim  Aphrodite. 

Though  my  fingers  are  minced  on  the  sharp  shells, 
though  weariness  yokes  my  shoulders. 

Let  me  persuade  you,  O  my  lady, 

there  may  be  clean  craft  in  crooked  hands 

and  deifying  dream  in  Schlemiel’s  head 

and  a  shaft  of  energy  to  straighten  his  back  upon. 
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REMARK  TO  VENUS 


Characteristic — that  the  most  feminine  goddess 

should  ask  a  sacrifice  of  virginity 

to  shop  with  its  price  some  marble  trinkets  of  deity. 

Behold  the  women  in  the  gardens, 
oiled  to  prismatic  bluster  of  “beauty,” 
watching  the  roads  for  puissant  strangers, 
purgers  of  maidenheads,  attorneys  of  wedlock. 

Transformed,  she  dries  her  lip  on  the  dust  of  humility, 
enjoying  the  utter  caress  of  impotence, 
stroking  her  numb  eunuchs  and  her  wistful  nuns ; 
hands  whiten  with  leprous  purity. 

Realizations  strain  out  of  solitude 
into  which  we  pour  memory. 

Your  presence  is  not  nigh  to  blot  out  observation; 
across  the  street  a  woman  at  toilette  reveals 
the  too  purposeful  body; 

next  door,  a  thin  voice  rises  on  a  flare  of  jazz, 

a  girl’s,  distilling  sensuality; 

and  the  accompanying  male  voice 

brawling  with  honest  thunder 

has  a  foolish  innocence. 

I  know  your  secret; 

you  hold  man  bound  between 

your  greater  fineness  and  coarseness. 
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DESIGN  FOR  A  WINDOW  SHADE 


A  man  displaying  from  his  clothes 
hints  of  hinder  animal, 
a  smile  between  two  shags  of  hair, 
Adamite  swank  of  trouser  leg; 

a  woman,  faded  with  content, 
protracting  in  a  silk  chemise, 
with  slow  reminiscence  of  her  breasts 
a  passion  phalumbilical ; 

for  ruddy  moments  they  have  been 
twibellied  monster  of  Eros, 
and  now  they  sit  apart  and  watch 
the  lifting  mist  of  love; 

their  posture  caught  in  satiate  green, 
a  rite  of  Nature  unperformed, 
the  man  in  earthen  gray  is  laid, 
the  woman  melts  in  pink. 

The  world  engages  them  about 
with  a  tentacular  design; 
the  terrible  lip  of  the  telephone 
proclaims  its  plain  disdain. 

Doors  knotted  with  fumed  neighbor’s  eyes 
nudge  them  right  and  left; 
from  some  steep  heaven  deficient  of 
horizons  looms  a  yolky  sun. 
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Letters  break  the  corners  up 
with  fanciful  intrusion; 
the  curiosity  of  friends 
blooms  in  white  profusion. 

People  throbbing  with  fear  heads 
encircled  in  a  hope  of  heaven, 
cluster  in  the  lidded  streets 
and  wait  for  fate's  revision. 

Cars  like  tremulous  bombs  roll  by, 
anonymous  shrieks  define  tired  dramas; 
birds  formal  as  ambassadors 
propound  from  the  lone  tree  in  the  yard. 
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RIVERS 


Volga 

Your  breadth  remembers  sea,  your  stately  tide 
On  which  rare-coached,  invisible  gods  ride 
Remembers  it ;  the  winds  that  beat  your  waves 
Lightly  with  old  symbolical,  storm  staves 
Remember  it;  and  boatmen  whose  songs  cried 
Remember  with  their  oars  old  galley  slaves. 

Euphrates  and  Tigris 

You  were  the  two  pure  paps  that  suckled  us 
O  lips  of  the  fat  valleys  which  the  bowl 
Of  the  sun  fed,  giving  its  generous 
And  incalculable  light;  which  the  winds  cajole 
With  rhythms  of  fruit ;  which  the  skies  buss. 

And  anointing  sponges  of  the  clouds  make  whole. 
Here  were  our  begetters,  men  anonymous 
Whose  once  bright  names  you  paid  to  Time  for  toll. 
In  those  arms  we  were  young,  on  these  high  laps 
Where  risen  mountains  were  your  joined  knees, 
Were  dandled  and  bounced  up,  with  dabbled  chaps 
From  your  swift,  potent  milk,  until  with  mysteries 
Were  weaned  and  walking  and  went  across  the  seas. 

Amazon 

I  see  your  secret  waters  entering 

Mad  maudlin  vistas ;  and  I  see  them  swarm 

Steaming  on  stones  that  suns  o’erwarm; 

On  long  limp  cataracts  I  hear  them  ring; 
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Round  yellow  isles  they  curdle  in  white  pools 
Beneath  the  griddle  sun  and  hiss  like  eggs 
I  see  them  sately  scavenging  the  dregs 
Of  hills ;  but  most  I  see  you,  she  that  rules 
The  trees,  a  long  snake  from  the  high  limb  hanged 
Of  Andes,  and  your  mouth  with  currents  fanged 
Doth  paralyze  the  sea;  and,  oh,  your  eyes, 

A  double  city  with  horizons  for  their  lids. 

Terribly  beckons;  and  your  body  rids 
In  creeping  overflow  each  skin  that  dies. 

Congo 

Your  name  remote  like  menacing  tomtoms 
Is  symbol  for  those  hot  bright  mysteries, 

Pith-Africa,  whose  setting  suns  like  bombs 
Explode  and  hang  in  fragments  in  great  trees; 
Where  white  cloud  flowers  with  petals  large  as  lands. 
Growing  unseen  on  waving  stalks  of  mist. 

Shake  down  the  pointed  seeds  of  rain,  on  strands 
that  of  deep  thunder  are  ventriloquist. 

Ganges 

Your  pace  made  humble  by  grave  rituals 
You  go  devoutly  past  the  thousand  sods 
With  kissing  rapids  and  genuflecting  falls 
And  floods  anointing  the  many  feet  of  gods. 

And  to  the  meditating  Sun  who  nods 
His  fecund  rays  upon  you  from  blue  shrines 
You  raise  a  cloud  obeisant  that  impods 
A  careful  fruit  of  worship,  of  white  wines. 

Tiber 

Where  you  run  down  from  valved  mountain  wells 
To  this  short  valley,  you  have  filled  a  moat 
To  wall  with  water  the  seven  citadels 
Which,  smooth  as  armor,  gave  to  men,  war’s  rote. 
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You  were  the  water  wall  on  which  he  paced. 

The  watchman  of  the  world  with  heavy  knees, 

Who  with  his  stubborn  peace  the  lands  solaced. 

Who  built  his  precincts  at  the  ends  of  seas, 

Who  left  for  guardians  when  his  arms  were  waste 
The  blinding  shielded  arts  and  masteries. 

Styx 

You  were  the  world’s  death  sweat;  your  reeling  slime 
Shuddered  us  out  of  life;  we  made  you  drink 
The  ooze  of  corpses  and  we  made  you  climb 
The  foetid  steps  that  reach  the  utter  brink 
Of  ugliness;  where  marrow  turns  to  rime, 

Where  juggling  gases  with  their  bubbles  pink 
Your  worried  waters;  where  your  tryst  with  Time 
Forever  ends  with  breaking  of  the  link. 

We  who  were  freemen  then,  with  arms  and  lands. 
Life  was  too  full  for  us  to  let  us  trust 
The  other  world  within  your  peddling  hands 
Which  slaves  and  hagglers  and  the  unrobust 
Sought  from  you ;  and  thereat  we  made  your  strands 
This  tarnished  horror,  this  green  wound’s  wet  crust. 

Simois 

It  is  besought  to  flush  the  hecatombs 
Which  make  vast  altars  of  its  sunny  banks, 

Which  the  sun  kindles  and  the  toothed  wind  grooms 
Currying  the  sacrifice  on  both  flanks. 

The  slaying  gods,  for  this,  are  their  own  priests, 
Holding  for  knife  the  edge  of  Helen’s  face; 

With  ringing  of  spoils  gold  they  bell  the  beasts, 
Felling  them  widely  as  they  touch  its  place. 
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Remembering  the  other  days  when  girls 
Dipped  in  its  waters  and  when  oars 
Played  with  its  candid  current  where  it  twirls 
Quizzical  pools  in  the  face  of  wind,  it  stores 
In  tender  overflow  these  bodies  that  fate  hurls 
And  seeks  beyond  them  other,  purer  shores. 
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HERMIT  IN  THE  MARKETPLACE 


Motionless 
to  outrun  motion, 
butchering  the  senses  for  offal 
to  manure  the  frail  root 
that  is  the  spirit, — 
in  gardens  of  sterility, 

Indian  mystics 

in  the  fast,  examining  their  skeletons, 
intrude  upon  death. 

The  fraudulent  landlord,  nature, 
took  in  the  ancient  anchorites; 
the  saints  hung  by  their  halos ; 
escaping  men,  they  became 
heel-to-heel  shadows 
antipodal  to  men. 

I,  hermit  in  the  marketplace, 
a  proverb  in  the  flesh, 

I  come  where  the  houses  rise 
in  tiers  of  familiarity, 
where  the  streets  march 
upon  space 

and  men  gather  to  create 
polyphony. 
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JOBHUNT 


Forty  sides  of  morning  newspaper, 
eight  thick  subway  miles, 
two  letters  with 
chimeral  imprints, 

go  into  the  patched,  street  sunlight. 

How  the  doorways  treading  down 
seem  like  arches  of  great  shoes 
where  pale  ants  forage. 

Within  the  tattered  park 
you  watch  the  fountain  quench 
alternate  moments  of  the  sun. 

Erect  your  buttons  and  lapel; 
rear  yourself  like  architecture; 
make  trim  cornices  of  hair. 

In  the  glum  corridors, 

men  on  twittering  feet 

and  white  hands  endless  in  retreat 

stand  with  you. 

Near  paunch  haughty  doors, 

mountain  chested  all  the  snappy  boys 

with  brisk  bright  badger  hair 

and  bluster  of  their  smiles, 

familiar  with  the  hightoned  nymph  of  ease, 

dandling  her  on  gallant  knees. 
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All  your  pockets  like  full  ships 
bump  your  patient  hips. 

Sounds  drop  from  you  awkwardly, 
scratch  of  furtive  shoes, 
muted  blowings  of  the  nose, 
itch  of  long  irked  newspaper. 

The  tired,  tame  office  boy  up  stands, 
straightening  his  irresolute  back 
upon  the  neverminding  wall. 

Your  turn  at  last. 

In  hope  to  fool  your  nerves  with  elegance, 
you  tiptoe,  but  they  cry  beneath  your  feet ; 
the  desks  like  halted  billows  of  Dead  Seas, 
vindictive  Pharaohs  riding  each, 
derisively  impend. 

Fall  within  the  imminent  eyes 
of  him  before  you  bleakly  ponderous, 
setting  his  questions  like  lean  dogs, 
answers  sticking  in  their  teeth. 

Your  mind  aloof,  spectatorwise, 
appraises  bald  monotonous  head, 
puffed  cheeks  and  floating  nose 
and  turned  out  lips  where  the  cigar  blows 
and  sleek  voice  carrying  commonplace. 

Beside  him  bare,  brusque  elbows  bend 
of  servitor  stenographers 
supporting,  caryatidlike, 
his  obese  dignity; 

across  him  jings  the  telephone 
holding  like  an  offered  cup 
refreshment  of  distractions. 
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Play  the  ancient  comedy 
of  bargaining  in  pompous  words; 
on  the  block  of  interview 
turn  and  leap  and  lift  a  weight. 

Dismissed. 

The  fat  hand-clasp  is  like  a  thrust. 

On  the  steps  the  snappy  boys 
pat  their  chance  in  button-holes, 
add  a  toe  to  build  their  strut, 
while  the  simples  crook  away 
with  their  sad  heads  folded  up, 
and  their  coat  tails  whip  their  hams. 
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FROM  A  NOTEBOOK 


Fable 

The  poor  man  who  had  for  inheritance 
three  stones,  he  said,  “I  shall  not 
leave  my  son  as  poor  as  I”; 
and  he  gathered  up  a  fourth. 

Pity 

Oh,  pity  the  pitying 
who  start  from  tragedy — 
but  oh,  the  pitiful  pitiless 
for  whom  even  pity 
is  too  hard  to  bear. 

Philosophers 

Who  are  you,  philosophers? 

In  the  old  days,  gossips, 

you  spread  scandals  about  the  gods. 

The  day  comes  when,  sitting  on  a  stone  in 
the  roadside, 

you  will  no  longer  draw  men  from  their 
j  ourneys 

with  ruinous  riddles. 

Great  Men 

You  have  a  coral’s  immortality 
who  leaves  an  immortal 
skeleton. 

Passersby 

The  suffering  nerves  of  unclasped  hands, 
the  conversations  still  withheld, 
shut  eyes  and  ungiven  faces,  they 
make  mindpicking  miseries 
to  keep  me  company  on  the  way. 
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Popular 

Lecture 

On  Art 

Angels  and  Greek  Gods 
have  committed  bestiality  with  us, 
and  art  issues  from  us  in  these  beautiful, 
tame  monsters; 

come,  with  hesitant  scared  hands,  and  pat 
them 

or  throw  them  applause,  like  peanuts,  from 
a  distance. 

City 

In  the  physiology  of  countries 
your  swollen  bulk  need  not  alarm; 
you  are  a  muscle, 

your  streets  are  the  knotted  fibers, 
and  your  exultant  motion  heaves  the  land. 

Dawn 

i 

Lace  sleeve  over  the  hard  grasp  of  day. 

ii 

Your  transient  bosom,  setting  its  blanch 
monuments  on  the  sky, 
shivers,  waiting  whitely  in  the  chill  pools 
of  space. 

You  rise,  flaying  your  moody  radiance, 
and  on  the  dry  step  of  the  horizon, 
your  pale  feet  stand,  with  redtipped  an¬ 
kles  and  honey  soles. 

hi 

A  train  window  I  have  seen 

lurked  and  hurtled  like  a  net 

and  caught  the  dawn  like  butterflies. 
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MORNING  WALKS  IN  THE  CITY 


Doors 

Morning  people  at  their  doors 

Sound  like  water  gurgling  in  the  drains. 

A  Quiet 
Street 

The  gentility  of  this  street 
is  tired; 

its  trees  stand  in  docile  rows, 
perhaps  for  it  to  pause  and  lean  upon; 
and  its  cleanliness  has  a  warmish  smell' 
from  its  neat  sleep  of  disuse. 

Lamposts 

The  lamposts  stand  attendantly 
secret  like  asterisks. 

Narrows 

Mouldy  fragments  of  the  sky 
stick  between  uneven  teeth 
of  munching  housetops. 

Sleepeye 

View 

All  the  windows  of  the  block 
have  the  self-same  heaviness  of  eye; 
all  the  doorways  jerkily 
wipe  away  a  yawn. 

Early 

Morning 

The  regular  cats  wave  left  and  right 
like  measuring  pendulums 
ticking  in  a  visible  night. 

The  wind  is  made  of  mild  ho-hums. 

The  avenues  shaking  out  the  night, 
the  shattering  shadow  now  succumbs,. 
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Park  Bath 


Houses 


Passershy 


Architecture 


and  over  it  sunrays  lean  and  light 
spar  like  sparrows  over  crumbs. 
Heed  the  hydrants  and  the  height 
of  their  lonely,  quizzical  thumbs. 

In  the  park  which  sits  beside 
Motherly  offering  a  lap. 

One  can  see  that  dew  is  but 
an  ablution  of  the  earth. 

Ponder  how  the  grasses  dry 
their  slim  wet  fingers  in  the  wind, 
how  the  trees  slap  out  their  leaves 
like  wet  dogs  thrashing  clean. 

How  they  march  upon  the  eye, 
the  palatial  spick  parades' 
of  tall  staunch  houses,  ^ 
whose  cornices  pomp  out 
like  epaulettes. 

Where  the  bantering  backs  of  girls 
weave  circles  of  incognito, 
my  glances  buzz  like  puzzled  bees 
about  the  reticence  of  buds. 

The  chalky  skeletons  of  the  signs 
stalking  with  such  guttered  bones 
give  out  no  night  lights  of  decay. 
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GOOD  AND  EVIL 


I  have  never  liked  the  words  good  and  evil. 

I  feel  futility  and  an  arbitrary  soul 

in  even  saying  them,  and  a  pinch  of  bereaval; 

a  thing  so  named  loses  something  of  its  whole. 

To  me  the  two  words  are  like  a  naming  of  sexes. 
It  makes  us,  in  our  actions,  think  of  dress. 

To  clothe  the  mind  too,  surely  that  perplexes 
the  simple  way  of  consciousness. 

It  must  lead  to  hiding  and  disguises, 
to  half  undo,  in  fear,  the  things  we  do; 
what  the  idiot  prejudice  advises 
to  follow,  despite  the  lies  it  takes  us  through. 
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FIRE,  FIRE 


What  lightning  was  its  match, 
by  what  lens  of  a  dread  eye 
was  it  kindled  immemorially, 
that  out  of  death-crisped  leaves 
the  vivid  snake  of  fire 
rode  the  high  trees? 
from  what  clip  of  flints 
sprang  the  red  seeds  ? 

Watch  it, — 

'  <« 

cocoons  of  houses  break; 
out  of  the  torn 
lift  newborn  wings. 

It  is  ecstasy, — 
rosy  phallus 

lambent  with  exhalations. 

If  the  streets  swarm 

we  know  what  show  has  caught  the  crowds ; 

the  high  stepping,  raw  legged 

nymphs  of  fire  perform; 

the  firemen  come  to  arrest 

the  nude  dancers. 

Or  like  women  in  labor 
they  have  shown  themselves 
uttering  the  same  cries; 

lifting  white  bellies  suddenly,  with  blue  veins, 
tossing  their  breasts  with  the  red  nipples, 
rearing  peaks  of  desperate  knees. 


123 


FUNERAL 


Death  helps  us  to  see 

for  it  as  suddenly  renders  life  a  background, — 
we  will  know  thee ;  we  will  know  thee. 

Behold  the  quelled  eyes 

and  all  their  visions  bowing  over  them, — 

we  will  know  thee. 

Forehead  upright  in  the  stiff  hair, 
a  white  beast’s  belly  in  the  brake, 
the  hunt  is  not  over, — 
we  will  know  thee. 

Nostrils  no  longer  monotonously 
debate  with  breath, 
a  crudity  of  logic  has  closed  them, — 
we  will  know  thee. 

The  frayed  hands — life  wore  them  out 
clutching  at  immobilities, 

what  they  have  grasped  has  not  been  hidden, — 
we  will  know  thee. 

Look  into  the  gored  breast,  there  was  a  heart 
that  hummed  no  ballads;  sounded  the  smelter  roar, 
of  shapes, — 
we  will  know  thee. 

Low  is  the  emptied  censer,  the  phallus, 
overturned ; — 
we  will  know  thee. 
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The  rifled  feet 

have  come  too  early, 

we  will  wend  their  wanderings, — 

we  will  know  thee. 

You  lie  disdained 
like  abandoned  booty, 
humbler  existences  will  take  you  up, — 
we  will  know  thee. 

Seeds  tinkle  in  the  bell-like  fruits, 
you  die  with  a  peal  of  lives, — 
we  will  know  thee. 

Decay  is  another  growth 

with  social  functions  of  chemistry, — 

we  will  know  thee. 

A 

That  you  may  be  certain 
of  your  desired 
rankling  memory, 
we  sing  thus — 
we  will  know  thee. 
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A  HISTORY  OF  THE  C^SARS 


Burrowing  with  his  teeth 
Caesar  enters  the  curled  flesh, 
his  nostrils  launched  on  the  perfume 
rendered  from  the  roasting  out  of  life. 

Containing  the  ashes  of  love-curdled  courtesans, 

and  ventral  ladies  of  senatorial  class, 

and  gentle  minions  whom  unbudded  breasts  had  choked, 

a  high  womblipped  urn  satiates 

the  pustular  eye  of  Caesar. 

Having  become  buffoons  with  delirium, 

dwarfs  by  doubling  pain, 

giants  by  reaches  of  despair, 

and  final  statuary  by  sudden,  moulding  death, 

a  thousand  citizens,  his  guests, 

poisoned  distinctively,  made  merriment  for  Caesar. 

The  peoples  have  their  representatives  in  Court, 

the  slaves  of  Caesar, — 

animals  devour  themselves 

to  bite  the  thornballs  from  their  skins, — 

caged  kings  and  queens 

draggle  the  feather  of  triumph  from  Caesar’s  car 
to  make  for  him  a  feature  advertisement. 

Ruling  the  world  like  a  slum  landlord, 

Caesar  buys  plantations  in  Heaven. 

Fleeing  the  monotony  of  surfeit, 

Caesar  consumed  himself. 
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QUESTION 


Glory  of  civilization — 
a  contrivance  of  utterance, 
a  contrivance  of  evasion, 
a  new  accent,  a  new  word, 
subtler,  more  ingenious,  exquisite,  shrill 
for  the  question. 

Philosophy — 
cynicism  destitute, 

making  a  formal  rhetoric  of  pronouns, 
a  coquetry  of  the  Sphinx 
setting  out  decoy  answers. 

Religion — 

brewing  manias  for  vaccines 
against  its  immanent  insanity. 

Diligent  science 
trains  the  tongue. 

Five  fingers  for  chisels 
if  necessary — 

palm  of  a  hand  for  a  palette, 

knee  for  a  cornerstone, 

stretched  memory  for  a  book, 

lip  wrench,  knuckle  castanets,  toe  drumsticks, 

orchestras  platformed  on  a  man’s  body, — 

art  creates  islands 

of  autonomy. 

The  melancholy  of  the  sun 
is  its  question. 
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intent  eye,  inflaming  the  sky 
with  its  search. 

Astonished  dogs  who  wind 
between  cats  and  kicks; 

and  birds  with  sharp  bills  lousing  in  the  wind; 

the  craning  tops  of  mountains; 

and  the  chagrined  stillness  of  pools ; 

the  immersed  algebra  of  trees 

shaking  the  abacus  of  leaves; 

the  seeking,  indefatigably  despairing, 

blue  nailed  fingers  of  the  seas ; 

the  gape  of  heavens; 

the  dumbed  in  the  subway, 

suspended  from  forgotten  coils  of  brain, 

while  sharp  crystals  cluster  on  their  skulls; 

the  winded  couples  of  the  love  couches  who, 

estranged  by  ecstasy, 

fall  into  separate  solitudes — 

all  ask  the  question; 

All  stand  before  the  orotund 
ubiquitous  beggar.  Mystery, 
shirking  the  piteous  nullity  of  his  face. 

We  search  like  rivers  for  a  level 

and  we  find  the  greater  torment  of  the  sea. 

The  storms  rave  to  heaven 

and  the  calms  crouch 

at  the  altar  of  the  horizon. 

Chill  of  the  eves  of  battle, 
spoor  at  the  prows  of  ships, 
muster  call  of  the  shadows, 
secrecy  of  the  folds  of  banners, 
ancient  apathies  of  the  sands, 
pursuits  of  flames, 
all,  questions. 
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Are  we 
purposed, 
immortal  ? 

Three  sitting  down  together; 

outside  the  censorious  January  wind 

nasally  scolding; 

the  darkness 

with  tongues  of  shadow 

hungrily  at  the  light; 

three  sitting  down  together, 

pass  the  question  between  them 

like  an  objet  d’art. 
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ANTHOLOGY  OF  OOM 


Oom  Make  your  mouth  a  cavern; 

it  will  say  oom. 

One  O  is  a  hoop  for  a  clown  to  jump  through. 
M  is  its  infinitely  reaching  wall. 

Doom  D  makes  it 

the  labyrinth  of  destiny; 

Boom  B 

the  lair 
of  echoes. 

Whom  With  wh 

it  paraphrases  a  man 
pursued  by  perpetual  motion; 

Womb  and  with  W 
it  becomes 
the  Phoenix’  nest. 

Loom  For  its  action, 
escorting  Fate, 
it  takes  the  leg  of  a  glacier 
adding  L. 

Room  The  precise  R 

makes  it  a  commonplace  of  space. 

Gloom  Under  G1 

it  sinks  in  a  cellar  of  sentiment. 

Tomb  T  makes  it 

formal  oblivion. 
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A  DISSERTATION  ON  LITERATURE 


The  sun  has  a  shadow,  a  wise  grey  blot 
bald,  and,  oh, — bibulous,  as  old  things  are 
with  a  treacherous  warmth  like  cinder  clot 
and  brushing  up  rays  like  the  old  broom  star. 

White  belly  of  day  and  black  back  of  night 
aswell  and  adwindle,  shadow-wise  go 
to  twitch  with  the  thaws  of  its  maudlin  light 
the  lipomorph  lands  that  our  spirits  know. 

Ah,  those  cold  souls,  those  shoulders  of  revolt, 
that  shun  the  maggots  of  the  obvious  sun 
shrug  into  the  lands  where  the  shadows  moult, 
where  wastes  are  petted,  and  new  Niles  run. 

Caught  in  the  slop  of  the  viscuous  rays, 
they  watch  their  own  shadows  slow  trickle  down 
to  the  tenuous  hound  that  for  no  leash  stays, 
or  gorging  fungus  whose  too-filled  mouths  clown. 

By  right  ways  reckoned,  the  hours  of  sojourn 
in  this  land  of  the  loathing  that  gives  escapes 
are  longer  and  older  than  hours  that  burn 
on  the  disk  of  the  sun  with  definite  shapes. 

Ere  ever  they  settle  they  suck  at  the  pores, 
taking  their  teeth  from  last  rays  of  the  sun, 
and  fondle  a  flesh  that  dust  picks  with  its  sores, 
that  the  hid  warmth  crumples  and  the  ill  lights  stun. 

Oh — hold  them  with  fingers, — oh,  thrust  your  legs, 
their  shedding  down  and  their  leer  pursuits 
will  rind  around  you  like  caking  dregs, 
will  draggle  after  like  unsod  roots. 
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In  squalid  ecstasies  the  shadows  squirm, 
bemocking  the  matrix,  paying  sham  court 
to  the  full  contours  which  they  make  infirm, 
to  the  upright  gestures,  they  stoop  and  thwart. 

With  whatever  wild  feet  can  you  stamp  them  out, 
can  you  huddle  them  off  on  undulous  hands ; 
they  coil,  a  smug  beast  with  a  muddying  snout, 
a  swindle  of  tameness  to  martyr  commands. 
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WHATEVER  YOU  SEEK 


Not  till  the  Renaissance  artists  saw  it  did  men  observe 
with  what  lines  objects  in  a  vista  accommodate  themselves. 

Perspective,  born  of  the  fortunate  accident  of  a  perfect 
vision,  became  through  training  at  innumerable  pictures  the 
accomplishment  of  every  man. 

He  was  taught  too  the  width  and  silence  of  water  and  the 
tenacity  of  plants,  and  the  shapes  of  horses  and  sheep.  By 
a  hunt  more  skillful  and  persevering  than  the  expeditions 
of  Assyrian  kings,  all  the  elusive  and  all  the  deadly  animals 
were  brought  back  to  him,  alive. 

By  songs  and  designs  and  the  arbitrary  truths  of  fictions, 
and  even  by  the  cancerous  art  of  religion,  clashes  and 
rapports  of  emotions  and  men,  which  unbare  the  outlines  of 
life,  became  holidays  of  his  existence. 

So  that  he  knows  himself  and  his  neighbor,  the  structure  of 
the  world,  the  etiquette  of  the  spirit. 

By  means  as  certain  as  digestion,  art  has  drawn  the  uni¬ 
verse 

into  the  substance  of  humanity. 
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EPITOME  FOR  A  LECTURE  ON  HISTORY 


My  scepticism  has  become  obstinate, 
severe,  and  it  will  not  fraternise  with  faith ; 
it  deserves  to  die  of  gangrene  like  all  patriots. 

What  is  history  to  us  ? 

An  -ZEsop  without  homilies,  an  unecclesiastic  calendar, 
a  house  to  wall  us  in  against 
Time’s  tireless  siege? 

Or, 

a  fruit,  caressingly  round,  heavy  with  juice, 
revival  in  its  pulp,  and  dark  friendliness 
in  its  smell,  in  its  memory  of  the  mutual  earth? 

Is  it  color, — 

life  broken  on  our  judgment,  leaving 
a  bannered  stain  like  the  rainbow? 

Is  it  a  female,  making  a  virtuosity  of  events, 
robed  in  a  chiton  from  the  genuine  looms  of  fate? 
Unfold  her,  she  is  no  other  than  dailiness, 
a  common  female  who  has  slept  with  accident, 
in  a  general’s  uniform. 

Is  it  consciousness, 
learning  to  travel  time? 

Revolutions  are  as  regular  as  lamposts; 
great  men  have  their  policemen’s  beats. 

Jupiter  lived  like  the  Prince  of  Fourteenth  Street, 
Jehovah  was  a  Black  Hand, 

Jesus  soapboxed  from  Galilee. 
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Gods  and  heroes  they  are  the  big  funerals ; 
with  panegyrics  corpses  are  mummified. 

A  fur  gouger  died,  and  for  fifty  dollars, 

in  the  presence  of  a  hundred  automobiles, 

a  rabbi  made  him 

upright  as  Abe  Lincoln, 

shrewd  as  Caesar, 

learned  as  Maimonides, 

providing  as  Maecenas, 

rich  as  Rockefeller. 

Let  the  hired  mourners  in  the  colleges  ululate. 

Seven  temples  rose  in  Jerusalem 

and  in  each  of  them  man  crowed  to  the  Millennium. 

The  unravelling  of  eras  loosened  her  fibres ; 

the  great  city  became  a  kosher  label  „ 

with  shiningly  excavated  ruins  for  embossed  lettering. 

In  Carthage  sunlight  falls  like  a  snow 
making  the  ground  impassable. 

We  wade  through  and  its  warmth 
flows  around  our  ankles. 
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OVERTURE  TO  DOCTOR  TRANSIT* 


i 

With  rubber  heels  on  marble  stairs 
tune  the  pompous  city  halls, 
offhand  prothalamium. 

Here  comes  the  bride 
With  blushes  pied. 

Tears  yet  undried. 

They  have  used  important  marriage, 

mounted  the  treadmill  horse 

saddled  like  the  merry-go-round; 

and  the  law’s  smirk 

covers  with  greasy  daylight; 

for  the  law  is  the  sun  and  what  is  done 

beyond  it  is  done,  as  it  were,  in  the  night. 

Who  milks  the  volcanoes? 

They  are  the  udders  of  the  continents. 

The  land  is  female  and  the  male  sea  clasps  her. 

As  there  is  hard  land,  stoneraw, 
shallow  land,  barren  and  sandspilt, 
coney  land,  with  the  weeds  wanton, 
languid  marsh,  storm-petulant, — 
await  these  in  women. 

*  This  poem  was  originally  intended  to  serve  as  preface  to  my 
novel,  “Doctor  Transit,”  published  in  1925.  The  experiment  was 
abandoned  but  the  poem  remained. 
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Of  late— 

it  has  been  expedient  to  take  the  fallow  land 
and  the  pastures  and  equip  upon  them  a 
mirage  of  virginity,  (game  preserves). 

She  will  be  dressed  in  flowing  wilderness. 

She  will  be  adorned  with  copse 
and  scarves  of  rivers; 
sophistication  will  her  caverns  be. 

In  place  of  sowing  and  reaping  there  shall  be  held  the 
chase;  the  fair  land  shall  be  coursed  over;  and  the  chase 
will  be  merry;  and  it  will  be  told  that  no  pleasure  be  had 
of  it,  except  that  something  have  died.  Ho,  we  will  all  be 
gentlemen;  nobles  how  goeth  the  sport? 

In  answer  some  cry,  blind  one, 
here  is 

pallor  of  the  desert  only.  The  lqpd  is  waste. 

Here  comes  the  bride, 
as  earth  as  wide, 
her  lace-pledged  side. 

Dark  girl,  dulcet  paced,  sweet  haired,  sleep  armed,  pine 
breasted,  wood  throated,  hill  hipped,  wombed  for  sanc¬ 
tuary;  O  dark  girl,  lost. 

Now  woman  continues  under  protest 
to  be  woman; 
it  may  happen, 

by  the  testimony  of  St.  Lamarck, 

that  the  protest,  become  a  handling  wish, 

make  her  hermaphrodite, 

succoring  Narcissus 

for  a  technique  of  wedlock; 

or  by  St.  Transit 

churn  into  a  man. 
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A  brain  encircled  the  earth 
and  begot  St.  Transit. 

Display  thyself 

calumnious  mouth  big  enough  to 
engorge  him;  only  silence  can.  Whittle 
the  sticks,  boys ;  the  big  guns  always 
hog  the  lynchings. 

A  man  and  a  woman  marry — 
with  a  first  cigarette,  there  is  not 
more  solemnity  nor  after-sickness. 

Remember,  fruit  is  unfashionable; 
how  crabbed  the  apple  tree  becomes. 

As  for  the  emotions,  expose  them  and 
irritation  makes  them  cancerous; 
particularly  in  women  on  whom  they  break 
in  tubercles, 
indeed  tears. 

Books  can  link  into  armor; 

opened  properly  each  turrets  an  angle  in  a  wall. 

They  have  given  over  patting  Science 

on  the  head,  like  an  infant  prodigy; 

they  are  anxiously  weighing  its  retorts  for  pubescence. 

(Tear  sleep  from  the  city;  it’s  a  filthy  gag.) 

Ah,  sleep,  when  the  eyeballs  are  mountains 

and  breath  tears  in  the  lungs  like  a  tide  in  the  rocks 

and  twinges  of  fatigue  fell  the  arms 

and  the  mind  thrashes  like  a  wounded  bird  on  the  floor  of 
the  skull. 
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(Like  clouds 

all  the  people  of  the  world  ran  together.) 

A  woman  has  become  a  man 
and  a  man  has  become  a  woman. 

Trying  once  more  beatitudes  of  marriage, 
lascivious  summer,  invisible  placket  lover,  with  his  warmth 
on  their  loins, 

summons  them  to  where  mountains  rock  like  hammocks 
and  a  lake  appears  like  a  signet  of  birth; 
in  this  place  Time  passes  opulently  like  a  rustle 
of  brocades. 

They  return, 
the  new  man  is  at  peace, 
but  the  new  woman 
is  change-infected. 

* 

Surfeit,  like  a  cormorant’s  ring,  is 
on  our  throats; 

whose  fishing  are  we  at  with  our  gaping  senses  ? 

Enlarge  our  appetites  and  we  will  swallow  larger  morsels 
only  to  feed  as  wryly  as  before; 
make  our  pain  less,  and  we  will  suffer 
flaying  in  a  scratch. 


ii 

The  taste  of  woman  is  subtle, 

it  is  the  Circe  that  makes  swinish, 

it  is  the  Madonna  that  makes  drunken, 

but  most  and  most  subtly, 

it  is  the  Penelope  that  tames, 

that  makes  circulate,  child  and  man, 

about  the  body  of  woman. 

Transit  tasted. 
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Bedded  upright  in  her  doorway,  her  saddling  hip  jerked 
away  like  heave  of  a  restless  sleeper,  Circe  ogled  her 
lovers.  She  was  naked.  Couched  in  her  black  hair  she 
lounged  like  a  lily  on  a  dark  leaf.  Her  womb,  curled  at 
the  hearth  of  her  folded  thighs,  lay  like  a  small  pet.  Like 
wild  beasts,  sated,  her  eyes  played  without  ferocity.  Be¬ 
tween  them  her  nose  leaped  while  the  porpoises  of  her 
cheeks  danced.  Like  doves  her  breasts  strutted;  and  her 
ribs  rippled  to  her  breathing.  Her  body,  intricately  fertile 
like  a  banyan  tree,  inured  the  gaze  of  her  lovers;  she  was 
a  pageant  of  wilderness,  and  men  came  to  her  fawning  or 
frenzied. 

Madonna  drew  water  at  the  well  with  her  head  down, 
her  neck  bent  grandly  and  the  strain  made  the  skin  whiter 
than  amazement.  It  seemed  ready  for  the  fingers  of  a 
strangler  or  the  knife  of  sacrifice.  As  she  lifted  out  her 
pitcher  her  nurse-like  arms  waved  as  at  altar  tending. 
The  dim  face  appeared  small  like  a  retreating  footprint. 
And  they  run  after  her,  gods  and  men,  inebriating  them¬ 
selves  with  momentum  and  fixedness;  they  skipped  to  her 
like  scapegoats  that  miraculously  knew  their  fate  and  were 
elated.  Madonna  leaned  over  Transit  until  her  breasts 
licked  him.  Then  she  shook  back  her  hair  and  she  took 
out  her  arms  and  if  her  thighs  lingered  it  was  in  respect 
to  his  own  irresolution;  but  he  let  her  go  because  he  had 
no  hope  in  posterity  even  if  it  were  born  a  god. 

The  fates  and  Penelope  are  spinners.  The  fates  span 
webs  and  then,  giving  each  soul  an  end,  they  watched  the 
unravelling  with  measured  amusement.  Penelope  spins  her 
own  web  and  she  alone  unravels  it.  Her  face  is  a  diagram 
of  avouched  perfection;  her  breasts  are  seals  of  symmetry; 
and  her  web  deceives,  appearing  to  be  an  arbitrament  in¬ 
volved  by  the  necessities  of  composition.  Impassive  as 
a  mountain  that  determines  the  shapes  and  moods  of  the 
lowlands,  she  silently  deploys  her  incalculable  household, 
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pasturing  her  lovers  on  her  maids  and  allotting  orbits  to 
her  sons  and  her  husbands.  Heavier  than  infatuation, 
more  implicating  than  pity,  is  her  oppressive  strength, 
which  is  the  arranging  and  inescapable  hand  of  order, 
that  makes  a  man  a  function  or  a  monument.  The  gods 
waived  Ulysses  for  ten  years ;  death  itself  suggested 
parodies  for  an  incantation;  goddesses  offered  like  spoils, 
a  virgin  with  a  patrimony  in  Elysium,  the  still  shut  fists 
of  whose  young  breasts  held  the  copious  buds  of  happi¬ 
ness.  All  merely  interrupted  Ulysses  in  his  ordained 
oscillations  toward  Penelope. 

Transit  looked  steadily  away,  dissenting  from  her  per¬ 
fection.  Avoiding  the  penetrating  monotone  of  her  beauty, 
he  raised  against  her  invulnerable  order  the  invincible 
rebels  of  creation  but  before  the  battle  could  be  joined 
he  was  slain  through  an  ineptitude  of  fate. 


THE  END 
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